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; HEN I firſt conſented my dear friend 
to your requeſt, my compliance was 
the caſier, as I imagined a few pages would 
compriſe the hiſtory of my life : convinced 
of my miſtake, gladly would I reſign the 
taſk, did not your partial friendſhip flatter 
me, I amuſe and entertain you ;—well am I 
convinced you take now, as you ever did, 
an intereſt in what concerns me, therefore 1 
will proceed, 58 | 
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I deſcended from the battlements, and 
entered a ſmall chapel which was at the 
bottom of the tower, there proſtrating my- 
ſelf at the foot of the croſs, poured out 
the anguiſh of my ſoul ;—I vowed on my re- 
turn to England, (ſhould that ever be allow- 
ed me,) to cauſe propitious maſſes to be 
performed for the repoſe of my lover, whoſe 
untombed body perhaps lay bleaching be- 
neath ſome craggy rock, and whoſe unquiet 
ſpirit wandered ever near me ;—for Sir 
William too, I prayed; and earneſtly, moſt 


earneſtly deplored the danger, which fo 


threatened my devoted countrymen ;—1I 
prayed too for ſtrength of mind, to bear 
the evils I might be doomed to ſuffer ;—and 
Oh! guard my heart, exclaimed the Duke ! 
may the weapons of the Engliſh be blunted 
ere they reach him.” 


I left the chapel, and ſcarce knowing 
which way I went, attempted to open 
the door which led to the other apart- 
ments, it was faſtened :—I recollected 
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what the Duke had ſaid, and felt in 
reality a priſoner.—“ Is this your love, 
cruel Orleans thought I, as ſlowly I bent 
my ſteps to my own chamber ; here I found 
nothing to enliven or divert my thoughts; 
every thing around me proclaimed at once the 
love, the attention, yet the cruelty of the prince. 
I took up the harp, to which he had often 
liſtened with rapture, whilſt I ſung of woes 
too like my own : Il ſighed and replaced it, 
Vagain I drew it to me, and began chant- 
ing to its muſic, a triumphant ballad written 
by a minſtrel of the north, upon Ralph, 
Lord Neville's return from the battle of 
Durham, when the ſcots were defeated, and 
David their king taken priſoner :—oft, on 
days of high feftivity, had I heard the lofty 
walls of Brancepeth and Raby, echo to the 
ſtrain which now conjured up a thouſand 
different images to torture me,—my tears 
dropped on the ſtrings, and my ſobs were 
louder than the muſic :—ceaſing to play,— 
I traverſed the apartment, I ſurveyed each 
picture that adorned it ye are all laid at 
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reſt, I cried, in your tombs,—would I were 
alſo—Alas! in what have I offended, that 
I am thus puniſhed ;—but I will no longer 
tamely ſubmit to this oppreſſion, I will imi- 
tate the heroic ſpirit of my ſiſter Jane, and 
either eſcape from this tyranny or periſh in 


the attempr. 


The ſervant entered with my dinner, I 
diſmiſſed him and begged to ſee the perſon, 
left in chief charge of che place ;—of him 
I inquired what commands the Duke had 
given regarding me ?— 


« Every domeſtic has orders to pay the 
ſame obedience, he replied, to you, as if the 
prince himſelf commanded, ſo afk not to quit 


the tower, allotted for your reſidence ; your 


women are to ſleep in the chamber ad- 
Joining yours ; ſuch Lady are our orders, 
nor dare we diſobey them ; a centinel is 
placed at the paſſage which communicates 
with the other parts of the caſtle, and at 
night a ſtrong guard is planted round this 

| 1 tower; 
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tower; this Lady I inform you of, leſt ſup- 
poſing it in your power to elope, you ſhould 
make ſome raſh attempt, and I be obhged 
to put in execution the remaining orders of 
the Duke ;— thoſe are, not to allow your 
footſteps beyond this chamber, and the next 
to it: reluctantly was it, the noble hearted 
prince left ſuch orders, and reluctantly would 
they be put in execution. 


e Were you even to eſcape our vi- 
gilance, it would be equally impoſſible to 
reach a port of France, or the Engliſh army, 
who now are devoted to deſtruction.— Ex- 
cuſe me Lady, but I thought there appear- 
ed in your countenance, an air of deſpera- 
tion, which might induce you to attempt, 
what it were impoſſible to execute, reflect 
fair Lady, what ruffian hands, were you to 
quit che caſtle, that delicate form might 
ſhrink under; think now, when war, looſe - 
and unbridled, rages over the land, think to 
what you might be expoſed ;—I ſhuddered, 
—here you reign miſtreſs, - the Duke fear- 
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6 CICELY OF RAR. 


ful for your ſafety, has taken every pre- 


caution to preſerve you from your own im- 


patience.” —— 


« Enough, I cried, enough.“ Pardon 
me, my Lady, but. my zeal for my Lord, 
muſt be evinced by my care of you,” —he 
bowed reſpectfully and withdrew. A thou- 
ſand ſchemes preſented themſelves for my 
eſcape, and each was rejected as ſoon as 
formed — ſanguine es my hopes' were, ere I 
had feen the governor of the caſtle, I found 
to join my father, or even to quit my pri- 
ſon, muſt be performed by little leſs than 
a miracle, yet the hope, ray-leſs as it was, 
cheered me. 


The moon aroſe, and ſhedFher pale light 


through my caſement, perhaps thought I, 


opening it, the ſpirit of the departed, may 
again viſit and inſpire me with ſome plan 
for my eſcape ] will not be alarmed, no 
I will not ſhrink from the interview: — be- 


joved of my ſoul, I exclaimed, behold me 
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the victim of deſpair :—the moon appeared 
as on the preceding. night, the owl again 
faluted it with her diſonant notes, - and ſhiver- 
ing with cold, I kept my ſtation at the win- 
dow ;—now I heard a foot, and ſtretching 
out my head, —faw the ſoldiers who guard- 
ed me, and ſighing withdrew,—true is it the 
Duke will not ſuffer me to eſcape. 


Diſtreſſed: and worn out by watching, I 
threw myſelf on the bed, but ſlept not till 
day had again dawned, and it was noon ere 
E awoke ;---the remainder of the day was 
ſpent in examining every corner, each cranny 
of thoſe apartments where J had liberty to 
range, but ſtill no hopes of eſcape ;—when 
night came, illneſs compelled my ſubmiſſion 
to the entreaties of my attendants, I undreſt 
and went to bed, 


A ſlight fever brought on by agitation of 
mind terrified them, and unwilling to appear 
obſtinate, I liſtleſsly took whatever they were 
diſpoſed to give me. 
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On the third day being able to take the 
air, I was permitted to go on the top of the 
tower. A horn ſounded at the gate, a courier 
was arrived from the prince, who brought 
orders to his people, and a letter to me, which 
contained proteſtations of unalterable love, 
—]lameatations of his fate and my cruelty, 
with apologies for confining me. 


« The ſcarf, ſaid he, the work of my loved 
Cicely is my ſole comfort, a hundred times 


in a day do I preſs it to my heart; it recalls, 


your image as I ſaw you, when with thoſe eyes 


thrown ſuppliant upon mine, you conjured me 
to ſpare your father :—ah } Cicely, has the 
Earl not cauſe to upbraid me, your couſin, 


tco—the gallant Henry ;—ſaw you the famiſh- 
ed looks of your countrymen, your ſoul 
would ſhudder for them, a ſhori time will 
decide their fate ; I have joined the troops 
of France, the flower of the nobility is with 


me I command an army of well appoint- 


ed ſoldiers, but—I remember my promiſe.” 


I bathed 
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CICELY OF RABY, 9 


I bathed this epiſtle with my tears, — was 
it yet too late to ſooth the Duke, to ſave 
my friends ?—I returned to my apartment; 
weak as was, I ſhould have ſought an in- 
terview with him, had I not remembered the 
apparition.—Again I gave myſelf up to my 
own thoughts, and forbade every attendance, 


All was now ſilent, - the night was thick 
and dark, — I heard the footſteps of my guards, 
—the wird roarcd round the caſtle and rock- 
ed its towers, — the rain pelted againſt my 
windows, — my taper was waſted down in its 
ſocket ;-— do not I hear footſteps in the 
next c nber? huſh—throbbing boſom,—it 
was but imagination, — again I liſten, —all 
is hlent, fo ſilent, methinks I hear the vi- 
brations of my own pulſc.— The clock 


ſtrikes one, —it falls in ſolemn ſound upon 
my heart. | 


I trembled as IJ walked to the window, 
the waving creſcent ſhone with a ſickly light, 
—the wind was huſhed,—the rain over, yet 
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10 CICELY OF RAB. 


it hung on the ivy, and dropped trickling 
from leaf to leaf; - the moon ſhone too faint- 
ly wholly to illume my apartment, but its 
beams fell upon a picture of Eleanor, the 
repudiated 'wife of Lewis the ſeventh, 
afterwards queen to Henry of Anjou, firſt of 
the Plantagenets who reigned in England, 
— it was a Whole length, and reached from 
the top to the bottom of the room. 


« Ah Henry, I ſoftly whiſpered, how 
dear didſt thou pay for that rich alliance, 
hadſt thou inſtead of the vindictive heireſs of 
Guienne, raiſed the fair Clifford to thy throne, 


what comfort mighteſt thou have had in 


dutiful ſons, in a wife who would have light- 
ened the cares of royalty; but thy children 
proved a curſe, and ſhe who ſhould have 
ſoothed the anguiſh of a crown, —ſet it with 
thorns, and ſharpened the ſwords of thy re- 
bellious, unnatural ſons. - The angry queen 
I fancied frowned,—now ſhe ſeemed to 
move,—and whilſt I ſtood with my eyes 
rivetted upon her, diſappeared ;—in her 

ſtead, 
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ſtead, again I beheld the apparition of my 
drowned lover ;—it ſpake not, but beckon- 


ed to me — 


« Oh! ſpeak, ſpeak to the wretched 
Cicely,” I exclaimed in a faint voice. 


.« Huſh, ſaid: the phantom, and follow ;” 


A noiſe at the door made me turn my head; 
and fearful what new. ſpectre might affright 
me, I ſunk inſenſible to every thing, upon a 
ſeat near me; when I recovered J was ſur- 
rounded by my women, one of whom being 
awake had heard my exclamation.—I turned 
to where I had ſeen the form of my lover; 
* there, yes, juſt there he ſtood ;—ah ! 
why did you again, a ſecond time leave me, 
or hy came you from the region of the grave, 
to viſit the loſt, the miſerable Cicely ? — 

« The angry queen,—ihe frowns no lon- 
ger; ſee, ſhe ſnules at my woes,” and I look» 
ed. ſteadily at Eicanor. 

B 6. What 
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What I had faid, was attributed to a re- 
turn of my fever, which had again unſettled 
my ſenſes. - Undreſſing me I was put to bed, 
and one of my atrendants ſat by me. 


F inſiſted upon riſing as uſual in the morn- 
ing, and ſpent that day as the preceding 
ones, - before night I ſummoned reſolution 
to examine the picture, it remained the ſame, 
and I fometimes thought fancy alone had 
conjured up this illuſion of my ſenſes ;— 
yet had I not beheld him ?---heard his voice? 
—that was no illuſion of fancy,—perhaps 
to-night he will again appear, he may ſpeak 
again, —and I will liſten to him. 


I diſmiſſed my attendants promiſing to 
retire to ſleep,—endeavoured to acquire 
fome degree of: compoſure, —and with my 
eyes fixed upon the heireſs of Guienne ;— 
ce pity, I ſaid, thy deſcendant, and calm her 
ſoul to bear this wiſhed, yet dreaded. inter- 
view I ſat down to embroider.— I threw 
by my work,—and took up the ſong of the 
famous 


famous Roland I endeavoured to read, 
but found to attend was impoſſible, —again 
the awful hour of midnight was proclaimed, 
yet nothing appeared, —anxiouſly, fearfully I 
cloſed my book, and ſteadily looked on the 
picture, it moved, I ſtarted from my ſear, 
—my courage fled, —covering my eyes I 
X ſhook with terror, !] felt the touch of ſome 
one, yet ſtill alarmed, dar'd not look up.— 


« Alas! am I then indeed fo terrible!“ 
ſaid .a voice indelibly impreſſed on my ear, 
I took courage,—tell me I conjure you, 
what you wiſh ;- I opened my eyes and ſaw 
kneeling at my feet, with a look of ſuppli- 
cation, —my lover: no phantom, but he him- 
ſelf :—riſing, as he ſaw me turn pale, he put 
his arm round to ſupport me ! felt the 
beating of that heart, I thought had long 
I ceaſed to vibrate.—«* Good God! I cried, 
ss it poſlible,—do you indeed live? what 
| providence preſerved you? by what mira- 
. cle are you here? 
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« Huſh, my adored Lady,—let us fly, i in | 1 
ſtantly fly ;”*—and he drew my trembling | 3 
arm through his,—we advanced tothe picture, 
which I found concealed a private door ;— 2 
it was faſt,—the wind had cloſed it, and on 3 
our ſide it was impoſlible « to reach the lock. 


i 
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The noiſe made by our vain endeavours, I 
—awaked my women, who entering and ſee- 
ing a ſtranger, ſhrieked and ran out the 4 
room was inſtantly filled with armed ſoldiers, 
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AH 


who ſeizing my lover conveyed him to a 
dungeon. 3 
« Oh take me, take me too, I cried, we 


will not be ſeperated,” but my lamentations 


The governor queſtioned me concerning 
the way my lover had entered, I perſevered 
in ſilence ;. he then told me, that by attempt- 
ing to eſcape, he muſt. be obliged to con- 
fine me agreeable to his orders, and with- 
drew; the women ſtaying by me till morning, 
when 
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when the apartment was again ſearched ; 
2a door was diſcovered in the wainſcot, which 


had been cloſed up, it led by a private ſtair- 


caſe to the chapel at the bottom of the tower, 
here it was unadviſedly ſuppoſed he had 
been, ſince the Duke left the caſtle. 


Conſcious of my lover being alive, I 


I ' thanked my God, that I had not yielded 


to the Duke, although there ſeemed no 
chance of liberty for either, he was for my ſake 
entombea as it were alive, without a ray of 
hope to ſolace him, in one of the dungeons, 
of which they taught me imagination itſelf 
could not paint its horrors ;—the thought 
drove me to deſpair ;z—providence whiſpered 
me, had he not been. wonderfully pre- 
ſerved ? had he not viſited me by a miracle? 
yet will I hope the ſame providence, wha 
thus preſerved will ſtill protect him.— 


- 


I went early to bed, fatally. convinced I 
need not wait this night the panthom, and the 
real 
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real form of my lover, . alas ! I might never 
again behold. 


I ſlept, but my dreams preſented to me, 
nothing but tormenting and deſultory images, 
—] ſaw. my father, and brothers bleeding, 
and captives, as the dead bodies of my 
countrymen were ſpread around them, - now 
I beheld the Duke of Orleans, who threaten- 
ed to waſte England with fire and ſword: 
my fancy now ſeemed to hear preparations - 
for the execution of my lover, he even en- 
treated me but it was in my dream,. to 
meet the Duke's wiſnes and ſave his life. 


Now the ſcene: changed, and I was at 
Raby, ſurrounded by my friends,—married 
to my lover, — the venerable Ambroſe join- 
ed our. hands ;—the Earl and Counteſs em- 

' braced me, no longer was Thomalin my 
brother's page, but heralds proclaimed a 
long liſt of titles, none of which I could 
diſtinguiſh ;—then. appeared the minſtrels of 
the houſe of Neville, who ſung to their 

harps, . 
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harps, the heroic deeds of his anceſtors.— 
But this fancied enjoyment was not long 
allowed me, for the Duke of Orleans enter- 
ed the Walls, mounted on his favourite ſteed, 
c renounce he cried, falſe traitor, the Lady 
Cicely, thy life ſhall be the ſacrifice of thy 
IF preſumption ;” ſo terrible were my appre- 
henſions that my ſhrieks awoke me.—lI was 
1 not confident in dreams, but this ſeemed 
2X prophetic and ſtruck me with terror ] wild- 
ly bade my native land, —my friends, my 
lover, a long, long farewel ; and wrapping my 
mantle round me aroſe and went to the 
window, 


The grey miſts were ſlowly aſcending from 
the river, which already gliſtened through 
the trees; tne fun roſe all glorious, and 
ſhed his beams over the foreſt, which was 
diverſified by every ſhade ;—conſcious of be- 
+1 ing debarred from leaving the caſtle, my 
38 wiſh became the more ardent for the liber- 
Y ty of roving thro? thoſe woods. 
f 
p 


Oft thought I of the early rambles, with 
my gentle fitter Eleanor, in the parks of 
3 | Raby 
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Raby and Brancepeth.—Oft remembered 
how my young heart beat at meeting with my 
brother and his favourite : then indeed I 
knew not what was love, all was joy, all 
peace, as we frolicked over the lawn, and in 
childiſh playfulneſs chaſed the timid fawns ; 
—ah | happy! happy days of infancy, too 
lightly did I prize you, dear is your remem- 
brance to my fad heart. 

As I ſhivered with the cool air of morn- 
ing, and the reflection on paſt times, my 
women entered, who informed me, a courier 
had been diſpatched to the Duke, to acquaint 
him of Thomalin being taken. | 


My days paſt anxiouſly, my only amuſe- 
ment was to examine if it were poſſible to 
find any means to open the door, thro” 
which my lover had entered ;—ſad and ſilent 
would I ſit down, with my eyes fixed on the- 
picture, as if I expected it would once more 
remove. By intenſe application, I at length 
eſpied a crevice in the wainſcot, to this I 
applied: 
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applied my eager ſight, it ſhewed me a long 
gloomy paſſage, which from the duſt and 
cobwebs that hung on its ſides, diſcovered 
it was rarely uſed. It was! It muſt be along 
this dreary track, that my lover paſſed, 


Wearied with wretchedneſs, I ſat down 
meditating on my ſtrange fate; an hollow 
ſound echoed along this gallery, it was the 
ſhutting of ſome diſtant door ;—railing my 
eyes involuntary, I ſaw thruſt though the 
cranny of the wainſcot, a flip of paper, on it 
was written but two words,. Be prepared,” 
—The writing was Thomalin's; expecta- 
tion thrill'd .thro' me: - but how this ſcroll 
came there, no conjecture could reach, for 
my lover muſt {till be in his dungeon, 


I looked thro' the crevice, but all was 
filence,—I faw no one to diſcompoſe the 


ſpiders, who ſeemed to keep an undiſturbed 
poſſeſſion, 


The paper was preſſed firſt to my heart, 
and 
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and then to my lips, — thus paſſed the whole 
day, —retiring to bed in the evening, I early 
diſmiſſed my women, ſoftly roſe and dreſt 
myſelf ;—again examined the ſcroll, for 
what was Ito be prepared - perhaps it was ſome 
unknown friend, who thus warned me of the 
return of the prince, of the execution of my 
lover ;—fure I am deceived in the writing, RY 
his it could not be ;—lightly I ſtepped to 
the friendly opening, all there was gloom and "3 
darkneſs.—I knelt down, and invoked the 
aſſiſtance of the bleſſed virgin; ! felt re- 1 
aſſured, ] looked at the ſcroll, it is, whiſ- 
pered I, indeed the writing of Thomalin,.— 
Orleans I fear thee not, this night ſhall de- 
liver Cicely from thy power. 
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It was almoſt midnight, I heard a foot. 
in the gallery, and ſcarcely breathed :— WW 
it was but imagination ;—1 feared my wo- 
men were awake, ſome one ſpoke, it was 
not my lover, —I liſtened and found Jaque- 
line was talking in her dreams, for her loqua- 
city fleep itſelf could not. ſtill, —ſhe ceaſed, — 

| all 
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all was ſilence again; except at intervals the 
ſhricking of the owl, or the periodical voices 
of my guards, as they paraded round the 
tower; — ſick with expectation, I yet knew 
not what to expect. I opened the caſement, 
thèrſtars glittered in the heavens, the ſtillneſs 
of night was broken by ſounds at a vaſt diſ- 
C tance, they ſeemed to draw near, it was now, 
3 I heard a number of horſes galloping along 
che road which lead to Bidet, as yet they 
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. JF had not reached the foreſt —Ah ! it is the 
Kh impetuous prince; oft, oft have I heard the 
if night diſturbed with his furious pace ;—per- 


haps he has given battle to the Engliſh, and 
is bringing hither his priſoners, is this what 

1 am to be prepared for? 

1 turned from the window, and heaven 
and earth the picture again moved, - again 
my lover entered, ſnatching haſtily the taper, 
which burnt on the table, he drew me to 
him; we paſſed thro' the door without 
uttering a word; it cloſed behind us,—in 
ſilence we lightly tripped along the gloomy 

gallery, — 


4 


CICELY OF RAB. 


22 
gallery, — then croſſing a number of diſmal 
apartments, deſcended a narrow ſtaircaſe at 
the foot of which the taper went out ;—we il 
crawled ſinking with fear, thro' a long-drawn 8 
gallery, and at laſt found ourſelves in an 
open court, this we croſſed, and entered a 
building on the oppoſite ſide, a faint light 
ſhone thro' the windows, which ſhewed 4 
me we were in the dormitory of the dead, A 
the hollow pavement echoed to our ſteps, * 
and the ſculptured tombs as I paſt, filled me 
with horror; —we ſtopt at a large ſtatue of 
white marble, and entering by a trap door 
in the ſide of the pedeſtal, deſcended a few . 
ſteps, then again aſcending, paſt along ano- 
ther gallery, this terminating, Thomalin 3 
opened a door that diſcovered to me a large 
vaulted hall, at the upper end of which, cur- i 
tains of black velvet, richly ornamented, 
were drawn back, and diſcloſed a magnifi- 
cent crucifix,—on one fide ſtood an urn of 
the pureſt marble, on the other the gilt 
armour of ſome royal knight ;—large vo- 
tive 
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tive candles of wax burnt in candleſticks of 
gold, and illuminated the apartment.— 


The eſcape, — the paſſages, the temple 


all ſeemed the work of magic, —at his devo- 


tions, with his looks bent on the croſs, knelt 
a perſon clad in the coarſe garb of a hermit; 
2X —hitherto I had not ſpoken, but perſuaded 
of ſeeing before me Sir William Fitzhugh, 
I exclaimed © turn father Ambroſe and be- 


1 hold once more, your loſt Cicely, the child 
of your friend, the daughter of your com- 


4 paſſion 2 


With an air of dignity, his dreſs could 
not conceal, he aroſe but it was not father 
Ambroſe,—and I graſped the arm of Thoma- 


ln. 


Fear not, he cried, my love.” — This 
my Lord, preſenting me to the noble per- 
ſonage, is the Lady,—this is her for whom 
Lady St. Aubin is ſo deeply intereſted, Cice- 
ly Neville daughter of the Earl of Weſtmor- 

land, 
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land, deſcended from the kings of England, i 
—this is her for whom your ſon would give 
up his anceſtry, his country and himſelf. 


I ſtarted, almoſt from the arms of him 4 
1 had knelt to. The Duke of Orleans's 
father !! has he a father then, —he is long A 3 
ſince dead, thou ſpectred likeneſs of the Y 
noble Duke.” 


r Fear not him Lady, ſaid my lover, 
who is as it were ſent from the dead to pro- 
tect you; the venerable figure then addreſſed WM 
me, „ have heard your eventful tale, here 
you are ſafe,—-oh Lady your beauty warms W 
even me; I wonder not the youthful boſom || 4 
of Orleans, beat with ſuch fervency 1 
wonder not at the ſpirit, the reſolution off 
your deliverer ; yet I remember the days of 
my youth, Oh! may the penitence, the deep 
contrition I now feel, atone for my crimes.” | 
I was loſt in conjecture, the recluſe ſeemed 
ſcarce paſt the meridian of life ;—his ait 
was noble, there was a certain gallantry in his 

manner 


- 
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manner ;—his countenance was inſinuating, 
nor could his dreſs diſguiſe the elegant 
proportion of his figure his features 
were uncommonly handſome, the exact model 
of the Duke of Orleans, and Thomalin 
had ſaid he was his father; how could 
all this be, the Duke had been murdered at 
the inſtigation of the Duke of Burgundy, and 
Valentina his Dutcheſs, had wept in vain 
over his untimely aſhes. 


« You will have much no doubt, continu- 
ed this intereſting figure to relate to each 
other, I ſhall retire to my devotions.”''—T he 
velvet-curtain now concealed from our view 
the croſs and him, who again knelt before it, 
and whoſe appearance had ſo bewildered my 
thoughts, 


Almoſt without breathing I inquired of my 
lover, by what means he had eſcaped the 
ſtorm, what miracle had brought him to 
Bidet,—how he had been delivered from the 
dungeon ; with a long liſt of queſtions that 
Z2 | © — C at 
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at once awaked curioſity, and alarmed: my 
feelings, He immediately informed me, that 
in deſpite of the perils which ſurrounded me, 
ſtill did his thoughts revert to me, and he 
was much the leſs able to ſuſtain danger; the 
boat was over-ſet,—Sir William Gilbert be- 
ing able to ſwim, they ſupported themſelves 
admiſt the waves, till they found means to 
get upon the boat, which appeared with the 
bottom uppermoſt, Sir William's preſence 
of mind ſaved them; wet and benumbed 
with cold, and famiſhing with hunger, they 
gave themſelves up to deſpair,—at laſt he 
raiſed a ſigh and bade him truſt in provi- 
dence;—they beheld a ſail; and taking his gar- 
ment, waved it as a ſignal ; the ſhip veered 
and took them up,—they gave them to eat, 
and their weary exhauſted bodies were re- 
freſhed by ſleep. In the morning the captain 
of the veſſel viſited them, Sir William alone 
underſtood him, as he ſpoke in the ſpaniſh 
tongue; a large ſum of money was offered by 
the good father, would the captain land them 
on the Engliſh coaſt, but he informed them 

he 
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he had on board, a perſon who carried diſ- 
patches from ſome people of diſtinction in 
England to the king of Caſtile, and it was 
not in his power, as he was bound to land him 
at Saville with all ſpeed ; that he could not 
then introduce him, being ſo ill and unable 
to quit his bed; in vain were Sir William's 
entreaties for admittance to him. 


ce The wind now blew us upon the coaſt ot 
France, I was ſent aſhore as an interpreter, 
with ſome of the ſpaniſh ſailors to purchaſe 
proviſions ; loitering to view the town the 
tide flowed, and the boat, with 1ts crew, re- 
carding not whom they left, returned to the 
ſhip;—I ran to the beach, the wind had 
changed, and the fails ſwelling to the breeze, 


| bore the ſpaniards from the ſhare,—] raved 


at my misfortune, a crowd aſſembled, who 
finding I was Engliſh, conveyed me to priſon, 
ſick with confinement, and labouring under 
diſtreſs of various kinds: the charity of a noted 
ſurgeon led him to viſit me; by his care I' 
recovered yet ſtill languiſhed for liberty; it 

N C2 came 
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came at length through the means of the 
ſame perſon, whoſe fame reaching Lady St. 


Aubin, ſhe ſent for him to cure the Baron of 


his wounds ; to her did my charitable friend 
relate my ſtory, it ſtruck her I might be one 
of thoſe, ſhe had heard you ſo oft inquire 
for and lament. After the Baron's cure, 
the ſurgeon had returned to his place of re- 
fidence, charged by the Baroneſs to procure 
my liberty, and being releaſed went to the 
_ caſtle of St. Aubin, where I threw myſelf at 
the feet of the amiable Baroneſs, and poured 
out my grateful thanks,” 


« And wereyou indeed, interrupting him, 
in the caſtle of St. Aubin, beneath the very 
roof which ſheltered your Cicely?“ 


« Yes, yet that you were there no 
longer, that you were in the power of 
the gay Duke of Orleans, gave additional 
pangs to my heart.—The Baron had been 
releaſed as ſoon as the Earl your father, was 
informed of your being at the * caſtle St. 


Aubin, 
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Aubin, but you was removed from his pro- 
tection ere he returned. 


« With the Baron and bis Lady, I quickly 


W came a great favourite, the little Iſabella 
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too, who oft liſped mournfully your loſs. 


« I ſee you are deeply intereſted in the 
fate of the lovely Cicely, ſaid Lady St. Aubin, 
and have entreated the Dauphin for her re- 
leaſe ; but the Duke of Orleans is toopowerful, . 
he dare not offend him, and in vain are our 
expoſtulations; he threatened the Dauphin to 
withdraw his troop ſhould he perſiſt, even in 
wiſhes for the releaſe of his priſoner ;—— 
we mutt uſe artifice ; could we but diſcover 
where the is impriſoned, I am convinced it 
will not be difficulty nor danger, that will 


deter you from, at leaſt, endeavouring her 
reſcue.“ 


Very ſoon after, the Baroneſi, by ſome 
means learnt the probability, of your being 
confined at the caſtle of Bidet, ſne had ſent 


1 a truſty 
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a truſty meſſenger, and expected his return 
the ſame night. 


Early in the morning of the following day, 
the charming Baroneſs ſent for me,—my 
conjectures are ſhe cried right, Cicely is in- 
deed at Bidet, do you undertake her deliver- 
ance - tho' dangerous, it is not impracticable. 


I fell at her feet and thanking her, with 


many rapturous expreſſions of gratitude, 


ſwore no danger ſhould affright me.“ 


c Riſe, ſaid this amiable woman, be calm 
and liſten to me ;”—then pulling out a ſmall 
gold crucifix, ſhe ſolemnly proceeded, on 
this do I require you moſt devoutly to ſwear, i 
never to reveal whilſt the Duke of Orleans 


lives, what I ſhall unfold, ſtrange and un- 


natural as the circumſtance may be :—kiſling | 


the bleſſed croſs I bowed in devoted ac- 


quieſcence, then tying it round my neck, you 


muſt, ere you impart this tale to Lady Cice- 
ly, exact from her the ſame holy aſſurance.— 
The 
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The croſs was unfolded, the oath was taken, 
Thomalin proceed: My mother, ſaid 
the Baroneſs, was the daughter of a noble- 
man of Bretagne, moſt unfortunate in his 
children, his other daughter followed an 
Englihman of the name of Fitzhugh, to his 
native country; nor was it ever known what 
fate attended her. I remembered the ſad 
dale of the fair Beatrice, I would have ſup- 

preſſed what 1 knew, but my looks betray- 
ed me, and I was obliged to relate the ſtory, 
ſoftening it as much as poſſible. The ten- 
der heart of the amiable Baronefs ſympa- 
thized in the miſeries, cauſed by the fatal 
paſſion of the unfortunate Beatrice. 


© My mother, continued the Baroneſs, tho' 
leſs guilty was equelly unfortunate, the fame 
of her beauty filled every province in France: 
Louis, Duke of Orleans, took a journey pur- 
poſely to Bretagne, that he might ſee her;— 
tame he found had not magnified her charms, 
—he who was at once the idol and ſlave of 
the ſex, felt for the fair Adeline, a paſſion at 
C4 the 
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the ſame time tender and violent; he declared 
his love oft in ſecret, and viſited the beauteous 
enſlaver of his heart, —already engaged by her 
father to a diitant relation, heir to the Count's 
titles and eſtates, ſhe durſt not give open en- 
couragement to his addreſſes; a more exact 
contraſt could not be found to the prince, 
why gallant and generous, was the reverſe 
of the narrow ſoul'd huſband, her deſtiny 
{-emed to ordein her the Duke taught her 
to {purn at chains, which fetter the free-born 
heart, but cannot controul the affeftions ;— 
the was commanded to marry the perſon 
allotted by her father, or go the next day to 
a convent, the prince appeared, —ſo tempted, 
fo ſituated, who can ſay they would not 
have done ſo? Adeline left, never more to 
behold it, the ſtately manſion of her father's, 
but. ſhe left it not till privately married to 
the Duke; a prieſt, dependent on him, and 
her own damſel alone were preſent. —She ac- 
companied her huſband to an hunting ſeat 
near Orleans, who from time to time delay - 


ed, under various pretences, acknowledging 
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her as as his wife, or p:eenting her to the 
world, as Dutcheſs of Orleans ;—yet was ſhe 
the happy confident of his love, doubting not 
his honour ; tillin deſpite of his precaution, re- 
ports reached her, that a match was in agitation 
between him and Valentina of Milan, a lady 
beautiful and accompliſhed ;—ſhe became a 
mother, the joyful news was ſent to the 


EDuke,—he came not, the huſband came 
not to conſole his wife, nor claſp his child; 


no longer was ſhe left in ignorance of her 
miſery, this cruel father of her helpleſs in- 
ſant, —her huſband, in defiance of every law 
of juitice,—of love; eſpouſed. the Princeſs 
Valentina.“ 


« A delirium ſeized my unhappy mother, 
during which ſhe repeatedly attempted to end 
her days, and her ſenſes returning, ſhe found 
herſelf a priſoner in an antique caſtle.” 


* For many a weary month, the Duke 
did not appear, at length with tears he ſup- 
plicated her pardon, artfully inſinuating it 
C5 was 


will make your ſtory diſbelieved, and ſhame I 


evidence of a marriage performed by a prieſt 


/ 
-Y 
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was out of his power to avoid a deteſted 
form of marriage ;—his brother, his uncles 
command, ſhe was in reality his wife, and 
he would ever treat her with the tenderneß 
of a huſband, that his love was ſtill unchang- Þ 4 F 
ed, offering to ſettle on her, as Adeline off 

Bretagne, the caſtle and adjoining lands. — } | 
Enraged at an offer ſo humiliating, Wl 6 
with the baſe deceit, ſhe rejected with diſ- 
dain his propoſals, threatened to throw her- l 
ſelf at the foot of the throne, and declare 3 
her wrongs.” 4 


« Know you not, Adeline, you are my 
priſoner, —know you not the power I have, 


wiil be heaped upon you; to Bretagne you 
could not return, where would you be ſhel- | 
tered in France, where are the proofs, the | 


at my devotion, and whoſe only witneſs is 
dead; reflect and be contented with a lot 
thouſands would envy.” — 


« The 
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« The Duke ſtaid ſeveral days, Adeline 
ſteadily refuſing to ſee him, till threatening 
to take her child, the mother melted, —ſhe 
now entreated he would viſit her ;—I was in 
her arms when he entered; - Behold, my 
Lord, cried my mother, your child, the 
child of your once loved Adeline, your wed- 
ed wife ; only allow me to keep this darling, 
the ſad memento of my imprudence ; I will 
retire to ſome convent, there ſhall my name 
never falute your ear, never ſhall it be ſaid 
this is the Dutcheſs of Orleans, — never ſhall 
it be ſaid the blood of Valois, flows in the 
veins of this deſerted babe.” 


« My father relented not,—< no, ſaid he, 
here do you ſtay, again I will viſit you, and 
expect then to be received, not with tears 
and reproaches but with ſmiles.” When the 
Duke left Bidet, he took not me, but he left 
my mother ſo guarded, it was impoſlible to 
eſcape ; his viſits to Bidet were frequent, yet 
tho* ardently pleading for a return to the 
paſſion he ſtill avowed, Adeline would not hear 
C 6 him 
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him on any other terms, than his declaring 
her openly his wife. The whole time of this 
beloved parent was ſpent in my education, 
my father appeared charmed with me ; each 
Journey to Bidet ſeemed to increaſe his par- 
tiality ; it was agreed, if I might be allowed 
to remain, and receive from my mother in- 
ſtructions, ſhe was ſo well qualified to give, 
ſhe would not reveal her ſtory ; on this con- 
dition we had liberty to go wherever we 
choſe, for air and exerciſe. The viſits of A 
the Duke to Bidet grew leſs frequent, and 
months and years oft rolled away, without 
his preſence ;—after one of thoſe long ab- 
ſences, he again came to the caſtle : * Ade- 
line, ſaid he one day to me, I have been in- 
forming your mother, that I wiſh to have 
you married and have fixed on the Baron St. 
Aubin ; I will bring him to Bidet, you can- 
not fail to pleaſe him, he holds large poſſeſ- 
ſions by knight's ſervice under me, and is 
young, handſome and accompliſhed.” 


* Itrembled, and alternately felt my face 
ſuffuſed 
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ſuffuſed with red and white; threw my arms 
round my mother, — never, — never, will I 
leave you, I cried; then Kneeling to the 
Duke, I entreated he would allow me to ſtay 
at Bidet.''— 


ce Silly child, he replied, you know not 
what you aſk, ſhould I die who would pro- 
te& you? I give you a protector, and will 
ſettle on you a revenue ſuitable to a daugh- 
ter of the houſe of Orleans.” | 


« Leave us, my Lord, I beſeech you, 
ſaid my mother ;”” no ſooner was the Duke 
gone, than throwing her arms about me, 
ſhe kiſſed off the tears that trickled down my 
face. Hear me my child, irritate not 
the Duke by refuſing; think my love what 
evils might aſſail were I to leave you, my 
days wear to an end, conſumed by grief and 
ſhame, it will not be long perhaps you have 
a mother, were you united to a worthy man, 
I ſhould die in peace.“ 


ce Over- 
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« Overcome by this addreſs, I furveyed 
the Dutcheſs ; whoſe faded looks, too plainly 
told me ſhe had indeed, not long to ſtay on 
earth, but conſtantly with her, I had not 
perceived the ſad charge. Oh! my mother, * 
weeping I cried, how have I been blinded, 
you are ill, you will leave too fure the 5 is 
wretched Adeline, to weep for your loſs.” — 
« Talk not thus, replied this beloved pa- 3 
rent, but promiſe, if St. Aubin is not diſa- 4 T 
greeable to you, that you will conſent to the 8 
wiſhes of your father,” 2 


cc I promiſe any thing,—every thing you 4 
require, do but endeavour to live,—to bleſs 1 1 
your Adeline.“ —St. Aubin was introduced, 
we were mutually pleaſed with each other, 
and the Duke giving him my hand, beſtow- 8 
ed on me a princely fortune.“ þ 


« T entreated the Baron to ſuffer me to 
attend my mother, who was, ſoon after my i 
marriage, entirely confined to her apartment; | 
yet ſecluded as we were from the world, 
even 
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even at the ſolitary caſtle of Bidet, did the 


report of the Duke's amour with the queen 
reach our ears.“ 


« Alas, ſaid the Dutcheſs, into what diſ- 


treſs may this intrigue precipitate your father, 


he may be glad of a retreat from the malice 
of his enemies, ſuch a retreat does this place 
afford, tho' unknown to him ; while I have 
ſtrength let me ſhew it you ;—the woman 
who attended me, when firſt I came to Bidet 
revealed it, overcome by acts of kindneſs I 
had ſhewn her, during a long fit of ſickneſs; 
but for this, with her would the ſecret have 
died, ſhe learnt it from her father, who in 
the reign of King John had attended there 
a priſoner of conſequence, for whom the 


concealed apartments were originally form- 
ed,” | 


« My mother did not long ſurvive the 
diſcloſure, I attended her in her laſt mo- 
ments; how calm was the reſignation of this 
amiable woman! the Duke came to Bidet, 

| N he 
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he ſhewed too late a contrition for his crimes, 
and erected in the chapel of the caſtle, a 
ſtately monument to her memory :—her heart 
enſhrined in a gold box, incloſed in a marble 
urn, was depoſited on her monument; her 
body agreeable ro her requeſt, being ſent to 
Bretagne to be interred with her parents, who 
did not long ſurvive the elopement of the 
unfortunate Beatrice.” 


I divulged to the Duke, ſuch was my 
mother's commands, the ſecret of the retreat, 
and accompanied my huſband to his caſtle,” 


cc Upon a viſit to the Duke in Paris, at 
the time of his aſſaſſination, I ſaw Iſabella; 


ſhe was beautiful, artful and intriguing ; alas! 
my noble father, why did you ſuffer yourſelf 
to be enthralled? two virtuous, lovely and ac- 


compliſhed women, to whom you were 
bound by the holy rites of marriage, wanted 


power to make you faithful; dear did you 
pay for that infamous alliance, which icandal 
at leaſt proclaimed you to have formed, — 
Returned 


e 
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WR cturning from a viſit to this Queen, he was 
WE rilked by murderers; one hand was lopped 
WT, and he was brought home to his palace 
: as dead.— The Dutcheſs was in a ſtate of 
igraction, the ſurgeon of the houſehold, in- 
Wormed me, he thought the Duke yet breath- 
A d; his confeſſor an old and faithful domeſtic, 
aich me were all that were near the body; 
WT: us, {aid 1, endeavour to ſtop the bleed- 
1 ng, —my father, O my father ;—the ſur- 
eon examining his wounds, declared tho 
umerous he thought them not mortal.” 


« The Dutcheſs was not ſenſible to any 
ching, and we reſolved to keep the know- 
ledge of his yet being alive, entirely con- 
cealed. —In a few hours he was recovered 
ſo far, as to recolle& his aſſaſſination; my 
enemies, ſaid he, will not reſt, till I am laid 
in my grave, they ſwore long ſince my final 
deſtruction, open my wounds in mercy, 
and let me bleed to death, We conjured 
him to be ſtill, and ſome mediciaes being 
given, he was lulled to ſleep.“ | 
| « Adeline, 
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« Adeline, ſaid he, awaking, I have 
ſeen the injured ſpirit of your mother, ſhe 
warned me to atun? by prayer and peni- 
tence for my crimes, ſhe pointed me to retire 
to the caſtle of Bidet, — there will you be ſafe 
from the malice of your enemies, who will 
never ceaſe to perſecute you; I will obey, MF 
(if I am permitted to live, ) her injunctions; . 
heaven will perhaps be graciouſly pleaſed ro li 
allow me leiſure to repent, nor ſhall I be 1 
ſent, with all miſdeeds unrepented of before 
1 an Almighty judge. Was I to return into 
* the world, I muſt be expoſed to the venge- 2 
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v ance of my enemies, to the indignation of 

lh the artful, the furious queen, whom here J 

| ſolemnly vow, never again to ſee ;—let a 

9 funeral, ſplendid as my rank demands, be | 
i made for me, I need not ſay conceal my 

| life even from the Dutcheſs.” 


ce Pretending ſickneſs I kept my apart- 
ment, into which the Duke was removed, 
whilſt the reality of his death was never diſ- 
puted : he recovered ſo as to venture to un- 
dertake 
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dertake the journey, accompanied by the 
ſurgeon, his confeſſor and Jaques, the domeſ- 
tic of whom I ſpoke, —he ſet forward in the 
dead of night. The morning after I took 
leave of the Dutcheſs, who now recovered 
in a great meaſure from her indiſpoſition, de- 
clared her reſolution of puniſhing the mur- 
= derers of her Lord, but vain were all her 
threats, too powerful were the aggreſſors; 
fatally has this deed of darkneſs divided 
France with faction, and the houſes of Bur- 


gundy, and Orleans ſtill teem with mutual 
fury.“ 


« The next evening ] overtook my father, 
and by ſlow journeys we reached the banks 
of the Loire. The urn in which was depo- 
W ſited the heart of the unfortunate Adeline was 
conveyed into the retreat, Jaques was left, 
and is ſtil] with his maſter, with whom alſo 
remained the ſurgeon, till his death, which 
, happened ſoon after.” 

U- 
in- At parting with the Duke drawing a 


ring 
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ring off his finger, he put iton mine, ſaying— 
let my requeſt be what it would, if accom- 
pauied by that jewel, it ſhould be granted 
for he owed all to me. Hitherto altoniſt- 
ment had fettered my tongue, breaking 
filence I cried, does then the Duke of Orl- ans, 
ſo long ſuppoſed dead inhabit here? Ic is | 
himſelt rejoined my lover, but liſten to my 
recital, Here, ſaid the charming Baroneſs 
drawing from her finger the ring, this I en- 
truſt to your care, you ſhall bear the firſt 
requeſt I make to my father. —Diſguiſed as 
a pilgrim you may 1n ſafety reach the caſtle 
of Bidet, which is ſurrounded by a foreſt of 
ſome miles in circumference ; near the en- 
trance of which is a ſmall monaſtery of Car- 
thuſian monks, founded by the Duke, and of 
which the perſon I mentioned as his confeſ- 
ſor is ſuperior, ſuch indeed were the condi- 
tions of the ende w ment produce to him, 
this ring he will, upon reading my letter ſhew 
you the way, which leads to the retirement 
of my father, the remainder I leave to your 
diſcretion, on which every thing depends.” 

cc Impa- 
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« Impatiently I crofſed the province of 
Normandy, the county of Maine, and en- 
tered the foreſt of Bidet; I reached the con- 
vent, and demanding an audience of the ſu- 
perior, delivered my letter and ſhewed my 
ring; reſt here till night, faid he.“ 


« Sallying out by a private door when 
dack, after a ſhort walk, we came to the 
mouth of a cave, when pulling from his girdle 
a key, we entered it; here, ſaid he, is the 
ſuppoicd - refidence of an hermit, for from © 
hence iſſues in an hermit's dreſs, the Duke's 
only attendant, bringing from the convent 
the neceſſary proviſion for their ſupport. — 
An altar concealed a door, at the back of 
the cave, which the ſuperior unlocked; after 
having ſtruck a light, we entered a ſubtei rane- 
ous paſſage, which terminated in this apart- 
ment. Jaques went to ſearch for his maſter, 
who was gone to take his uſual walk in the 
wood, and the good monk bade me adieu, 
obliged to return before the midnight pray- 
ers. Thus left in this large and ſolitary apart- 
ment, 
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ment, I began to reflect, that perhaps a few 
paces only might ſeparate me from her, for 
whom I encountered every danger, — perhaps 
the Duke may, but away with fear, —death 
would be triumph in her cauſe.“ 


1 began to examine the apartment, the 
curtain concealed, as it does now, the appa-· 
ratus of woe; I undrew it, and beheld the 
marble urn, which contained the heart of Bi: 
the unfortunate Adeline, and the gilt armou ! 
of her huſband, the breaſt plate which he 
had wore, when aſſaſſinated, ſtained with blood; if c 
thus did he ſeem to dedicate to penitence, f 
whatever could remind him of his guilt, and h 
his miraculous eſcape.” ſ 


« Ah! ſaid I, ſtill does he bewail the 
mother of Lady St. Aubin, he will not re- 
fuſe her firſt requeſt.” 


« The Dukeentered—T felt awed—1 knelt, 
and preſented the teſtimony of my meſſage: 
gracefully raiſing me, he took it and pref 

x, it 
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it to his lips. —© Riſe, ſaid he, youth, what- 
ever may be the requeſt you bring, already 
is it granted. In as few words as poſſible, 
did I explain to the Duke your adventures, 
with the gratitude of the Baroneſs, to the Earl 
of Weſtmorland and her affection for you. 
Bitterly did the Duke ſigh, when informed 
of your detention by his ſon, © Alas! ſaid 
he, unhappy youth, raſh wert thou ever in 
thy purſuits, —yet how ſhall I condemn you, 
I, the ſeducer of—but no matter, — then re- 
he covering himſelf, let us, he continued, pro- 
0; i ceed with caution; firſt it is neceſſary we 
ce, ſhould know, whether really the Lady Cice- 
nd BY ly wiſhes to quit Bidet; Orleans may have 

lo far ſeduced her affections, ſhe may no 

longer wiſh to leave him, and we muſt 
the WF know which are her apartments, —all this re- 
re- quires time and certainty.” 


In his hermit's dreſs Jaques viſiting the 
zelt caſtle, learnt it was the tower next the 
ge: ner, that you inhabited.” 


Rt « Reſolv- 
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ce Reſolving to warn you of my intentions, 
at midnight I was beneath your window, 
which by means of a long pole, I. hoped to 
reach and affix a ſlip of paper with my name, 
our caſement opened,—T heard you ſpeak, 
I heard you, O! yes, I heard you pathe-. 
tically invoke my ſpirit ;—no longer maſter 
of myſelf, forgetting the probability of ſud- 
den appearance alarming you, I called upon 
your name: I heard you fall, —almoſt frantic 
] ſaw your apartment blazing with lights,— 
all ſcemed confuſion, and I ſhould have 
loitered where I could have ſeen the window, 
till morning had revealed me to the en- 
raged prince; had not Jaques found and forc- 
ed me back to his maſter,” 


« The next day Jaques learnt the depar- 
ture of the Duke; that you were ſtrictly con- 
fined; to free you now except by force was 


impoſſible ; alas! what force had I to op- 


poſe ?—Truſt in providence, ſaid my noble 
hoſt, here you are ſafe ;—arxiouſly, pain- 
fully paſſed three days, on the evening of the 

fourth, 
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fourth, we were viſited by the good monk, 
who had been prevented from waiting on 


0 his worthy patron, by urgent and meclan- 
, choly circumſtances.” 

Ky | | 

. « Fear no longer, ſaid he, for Lady Cice- 
er ly; I recollect there was a paſſage to thoſe 
J apartments, where ſhe is conflaed, which 


] dare ſay ſtill remains; you, my Lord, re- 
tic ol member I was left an orphan of three years 
—W cl, and brought up by the charity of queen 
ve Joan, your mother, in this caſtle; every 
„corner of which J then as a child thoroughly 
-n- explored; — playing one day in a gallery, that 
led to a ſuit of rooms, even then diſuſed, I 
law ſomewhat on the wainſcot which attract- 
cd my attention, examining it I hit vpon a 
ipring that gave way, and fell into a large 
apartment; I bawled for help, noone came :— 
recovering my fright, and ſuppoſing myſelf in 
poſſeſſion of a ſecret, reſolved not to dit- 
cloſe it, for there I could hide trifles, which 
might otherwiſe be taken from me. This 
muſt be the room occupied by the Lady, 
FOL.:- Ix; D IF nor 
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nor do I think any creature but myſelf knows 


of this entrance, by it you may ys but 
cautiouſly viſit the fair captive,” 


« Led by the monk I reached the door,— 
he quitted me,—I entered, terrified you 
ſcreamed; — your woman appeared, ere they 
ſaw me I retreated.” 


« The following night I came, a crevice 
in the wainſcot ſhewed you to me, reading.— 
You know what followed, know I was put 
into the moſt diſmal dungeon of the caſtle; 
on the ſecond night, between which and day, 
tho“ I could ſcarce perceive the change, I 
laid me down on the ſtraw, given me as a 
bed; but was rouſed by the harſh creaking 
of my priſon door, how chearing was the 
taper which ſhewed the friendly countenance 
of Jaques, inſtead of an executioner which 
my fears anticipated, —I followed him to the 
old Duke, who informed me he had not learnt 
my fate, till that evening; altho' he dreaded it 
was worſe than death; a maſter key of all 


the 
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the dungeons of the caſtle is ſtill, he ſaid, in 


my poſſeſſion, therefore fear not, to-morrow 
night I hope Lady Cicely may be free.— 
Writing the ſcroll which Jaques thruſt thro” 
the wainſcot, I returned to my priſon, — 
At night again Jaques releaſed me, need I 
add more ?—again are you at liberty.” 


« That I am fo, exclaimed I, is owing to 
you,—ah ! who but you, would have en- 
countered ſuch danger for the wretched 
Cicely ;—let our fates never again he ſepa- 
rate: ere we quit the foreſt of Bidet, the 
holy monk will unite us, —nor deſpiſe 
the hand thus offered. He knelt, and 
kiffing the proffered hand, cried ungrateful 
villain that I was, ever to declare I loved, 
or preſume to lift my thoughts to the love- 
ly daughter of my benefactor: no, Lady 
Cicely, were you in England, no more would 
theſe eyes be bleſt by beholding you,. — 
never, never ſhall it be ſaid I baſely betray- 
ed, —never ſhall the houſe of Neville, exe- 
crate the charity, which ſuſtained a viper in 

'D 2 their 
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their boſoms forget, deſpiſe, hate me; this, 
this I could bear, — but I cannot; —Oh! I can- 
not ſee you look kindly, I cannot bear thoſe 
accents and retain my ſenſes: —what a 
ſtorm, what a conflict is raiſed in my heart, 
—pity me, Lady, pity me.“ 


« Can I, rejoined I, forget what you have 
ſiffered for me,—Jeſpiſe him whoſe courage 
has ſaved me? return an affection which 
would have led you to ſacrifice life itſelf 
with hatred? Oh no! for you, I have 
ſpurned the ſplendid offer of the powerful 
prince of Orleans,—yes, for you I refuſed to 
ſuccour my father, —my king, - my country, 
—no, tis you deſpiſe the miſerable Cice- 


ly. 


The Duke entered, and begged I would 
try to take ſome reſt in the room provided 
for me. At the hour of noon, I joined 
him and my lover ;—< my fon, ſaid he, is 
returned, his rage at your eſcape is un- 
bounded, he has vowed vengeance againſt 

| your 
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your guards.” It was then indeed the prince 
whoſe horſes laſt night I heard, how fortu- 
nate was my eſcape! — 


At night came the ſuperior of the convent, 
quickly ſaid he, bid adieu to the Duke, every 
part of the monaſtery has been ſearched; 1 
have informed the impetuous prince, he muſt 
have paſt you on the way to Rouen, every 
port is to be ſearched, every veſicl ſtopped ; 
—haſte, I will provide you a guide, horics 
ready ſaddled wait at the edge of the foreſt 
for your eſcape, behold thele dreſſes, —effec- 
tually will they diſguiſe you, the guide will 
procure horſes for you at the different monaſ- 
teries you paſs, and ſhape your courſe to 
the Engliſh in Picardy, it is the only chance 
of eſcape left you.“ We took a haſty leave of 
our noble and generous friends, and after en- 
countering numberleſs difficulties, reached 
the Engliſh army. —Surpriſe was never 
mote viſible, than on the face of my father, 
as he embraced me. 


D 3 Cer- 
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Certain if alive I was in France, for the 
generous Seton had returned to England to 
inform him, yet unable to gueſs where.— 


In vain were all inquiries after me, 
nor when the caſtle St. Aubin was near 
taken, did my father know it held his long 
loſt child. 


The Ear] had petittoned the king, to 
ſubſtitute his eldeſt fon Lord John Neville, 
as warden of the weſtern ſcottiſh marches, 
and allow him to accompany his Grace to 
France. 


] was introduced to the king, whom J 
never had ſeen, —I ſhrunk from his ardent 
gaze, yet viewed him with looks of eſteem 
and admiration ;—beloved by his officers, 
——almoſt worſhipped by the ſoldiers, — 
{pending hours in recruiting their ſpirits, and 
diſpoſing of his little army to the beſt advan- 
tage; oft, have I ſeen the tear of pity moiſten 
his eye, oft heard the ſelf- condemning ſigh, 
whilſt he ſurveyed the war-worn hoſt, doom- 


ed to oppoſe the numerous army of France; 
which 
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which lay at a little diſtance, commanded by 
the Duke of Orleans, —I was terrified leſt hear- 
ing of my being in camp, he might ſend pro- 
poſals to the Earl for my hand. —At the 
village of Maiſoncelle, did I firſt learn that 
already was the Duke married; but ſurround- 
ed by dangers I ſcarce found leiſure to reflect, 
on this proof of his duplicity, who finding 
I knew it not, hoped to bend me to his 
views by offering what he could not fulfil— 
how low ſunk a. prince when he ſunk to baſe- 
neſs— ! 


The king gave as a reward to my deliyer- 
er, a command in the army, 


The evening before the battle, I was me- 
ditating on the probable iſſue of the follow- 
ing day, when the king entered. 


% Why, ſaid he, my fair couſin do you 
weep? know you not the fate of kings and 
kingdoms, are in the hands of providence ; 
true, the French many times double our 

D 4 numbers, 
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numbers, but too ſecure of victory, they for- 
get the ßelds of Creſſy and of Poictiers, our 
countrymen fight for life, it is with us 
Victory or Death. 


« Fear not then, my ſweet Coz, the 
Duke of Orleans.“ — 


« Where ycu are, good my leige I cannot 
fear him.” —1 looked up to him, the fire of 
his eyes was gone, an expreſſion of tendernels 
alone remained in his fine features ; and that 
noble countenance, ſpoke more forcibly than 
words, the intereſt he took in my welfare. 


« You love not then, ſaid he, Cicely, 
the princely Duke ?—ſhould to-morrow's ſun 
ſet on my banners as a conqueror, I wil 


tell you how dear you are to the heart of 
Harry of Monmouth; but this is no ſeaſon 
fer love, or peaceful dalliance,—Adleu! 
perhaps for ever: but O fair faint remem- 
ber in thy oriſons, him, who muſt to-morrow 
fight 
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fight for his crown, — for fame,—tor liberty, 
—for Cicely.“ 


Need I relate the famous battle of Agin- 
court, ſung and recorded by ſo many Bards ? 
or tell of Henry's proweſs, with whoſe 
name French nurſes ſtill huſh their children? 
Nature revolts at the carnage of the day: 
—yet here was glory for England; not ſo the 
battle of St. Albans,—the fatal fields of 
Wakefield and of Taunton ; when brother 
raiſed his arm againſt brother, and children 
againſt their parent. O that was miſery in- 
deed!! What madneſs riſes above the 


wildneſs of civil brawls? 


My lover juſtified the charge repoſed in 
him, and ſeemed only to yield in valour to 
the king himſelf, whoſe life he was the 
happy means of preſerving.—Inflamed with 
martial ardour, Harry was ſeparated from 
his troops, and ſurrounded by enemies, —a 
Javelin was aimed at his heart, the new officer 
ruſhed forward and warded the ſtroke ;—his 
| ID: 6 ſovereign 
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ſovereign reſcued, he turned to where the 
white plumes of the Duke of Orleans, ſeem- 
ed to brave his vengenance. 


« The wrongs, ſaid he, of Lady Cicely 
Neville, fit on my ſword ; yield thee falſe 
prince, diſgrace to that noble houſe from 
whence thou ſprung,” 


« I deſpiſe, ſaid the haughty Duke, low 
born youth, thee and thy ill timed threats, 
(the armour of my lover diſplayed no noble, 
no knightly enſigns,) and turned in diſdain 
his ſteed, from a combat, he deemed, be- 
neath him ; yet was he purſued by the youth 
he deſpiſed, and to his valour was it owing, 
the Duke of Orleans became a priſoner. 


The generous king conferred on the gal- 
lant preſerver of his life, the honour of 
knighthood,—who afterwards ſearched the 
field, for the body of Baron St. Aubin,— 
covered with wounds was he found amidſt heaps 
of ſlain. By the eare he was taken of, we 

endeavour- 
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endeavoured to ſhew our gratitude to him, 
and his moſt amiable Lady. 


A few days after this wonderful victory, 
the king ſaid to me, * dors.my gentle coulin, 
that young and tender heart of thine, f=! 
ſufficiently intereſted for thy Sovereign, t) 
ſnare with, or rather to ſoften for him, the 
cares of royalty?” I trembled, for occupied 
by my fears, and the horrid ſcene before my 
ſight, I thought no more of what the gal» 
lant Harry. hinted before the battle. 


« Why, he cried, this agitation, young 
as you are, unleſs indeed the Duke of Or- 
leans is my rival, you ſurely cannot have 
given away that heart?“ 


I bluſhed. — Is it then 1o,. ſpeak I will. 
not owe your hand to compulſion, for know, I 
mean to aſk it of the Earl ;—deſcended from 
royal and noble blood, Harry of England 
will give his people a queen, born in their 
country, —he wiſhes no foreign princeſs.” 

D 6 I took 
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I took courage, fell at his feet, and wrap- 
ed my face in my garment. 


« Ah my liege!“ burſting into tears, [ 
could ſay no more. 


Raiſing me, © [I ſee, ſaid he, you ſhrink 
from ſaying you refuſe me ;—tell me then 
your wiſhes, does your father know your 
choice, is it deſerving you?“ 


« Pardon, O! pardon my gracious Lord, 
the loſt, the undone, the wretched Cicely, 


would ſhe had never ſeen the light, —ſay, i! 


poſſible, you forgive me ?” 


« Theheart, returned the generous prince, 
is free, but ſpeak, where are your affections 
engaged?“ 


« This heart my liege, was not framed for 
ingratitude, unthinking of love, I knew it 
not, till torn from the peaceful ſhades of 
Raby, I, in return for life, gave away my 

heart, 


hi bo — — © 


rt, 
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heart, gave it to my brotaer's. page, —to this 
can my father conſent ?——Ah ! no.“ 


The king aroſe, walked acroſs the tent, 
and again ſeating himſelf by me, © then this, 
ſaid he, 1s what induced you ſo ſteadily to 
deny the Duke, when you thought he was 
free to chuſe ; this is what forces you to re- 
ſuſe me.“ 


Again would I have thrown myſelf at his 
feet, but preventing me, he ſaid, “ I have 
{worn to promote your union,” 


« Oh! my gracious liege, the Earl of 
Weſtmorland will never conſent that an 
herdſman's ſon, born at the foot of Cheviot, 
ſhould marry his daughter.” 


« Birth, ſaid the king, my coz, is but 
accidental ;—he 1s handſome, brave and ac- 
compliſhed, has he not dared for you all 
dangers? I will at once evince my gratitude 
tor ſaving my life, and ſhew you, my love 

was 
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was above ſelfiſh views, it wiſhes but for 
your happineſs; I will heap honours on 
him, ſhall conceal. his birth.” 


« Ah! my Lord, in the caſtle of Bidet, 
he refuſed my offered hand, ſolemnly de- 
claring, was I ſafe in England, he would take 
an eternal farewel of me :—had I. not over- 
heard his declaration to the hermit, never 
ſhould I have known he loved.” 


+ , BR HE WH —_-T 


This, reſumed the king, intereſts me IM ſ 
more warmly in his favour :—it ſpeaks the i 1a 
ſoul of nobility louder, than all the ſounds of d-. 
pageant pride and grandeur.” — | C 


| Mindful of his promiſe the generous Hen- — 
ry took particular notice of his new knight, ¶ tic 
declared his intention of creating him, in no 
mem ory of ſaving his life, Lord D*Agincourt; fer 
annexing to the title, lands of value. Pat 


'The army had reached Calais; again the | 
dear white cliffs of England appeared, all pre 
Was 
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was buſtle for the embarkation, which was 
to take place the following day. 


I was ſeated penſive and alone, when my 
lover entered, © I come, ſaid he, with 
a dejected air, Lady Cicely, to bid you 
adieu, I feel it muſt be an eternal one, for- 
get my adored Lady, ſuch a being exiſted.” 


The blood forſook my cheeks, ruſhing in 
unuſual tides round my palpitating heart; 
ſcarcely could my tongue, in a faint accent 
ſay, „ do you mean to quit me for ever, 
do you no longer then love the wretched 
Cicely ?ꝰ—you who in the cave of the vene- 
rable Ambroſe, ſwore to love her for ever ! 
n- —Whilſt this beating heart retains its mo- 
it, tion, whilſt memory retains her ſeat, —lT can- 
in not forget him, who riſqued his life to pre- 
rt; ſerve mine, alas! to what purpoſe if thus 
parted from him.” -!] burſt into tears. 


he He ſoothed my throbbing heart with ex- 
all prefſions of love, of everlaſting friendſhip, 
: and 
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and informed me that Sir William Fitzhugh 
had ſafely landed in Spain, from whence he 
immediately ſent diſpatches, which came in- 


to Lady St. Aubin's hand; who, informed of 
the circumſtance directed the courier to MF 
Calais, and the ſhip lay with unfurled fail b 

0 


prepared to receive him. 


« Already, ſaid he, have I taken leave of 
the gallant Henry, our gracious king,—he f. 
bids me hope much.” — When, ſaid he, © 
you return I fear not to procure you, the B 
conſent of her noble parents, and give, w 
what kings might eavy you, the beauti- Nt 
ful Cicely.”—*« Alas! why did the muni- ſt 
ficent prince, with to inſpire me with vain tr. 
hopes? —I have bade farewell to my be - al 
loved benefactor, the Earl of Weſtmorland, W 
who drawing from his finger a ring put it on © 
mine; commend me, he ſaid, to my friend let 
Sir William Fitzhugh, tell him, again ſhal of 


he not immerſe himſelf, in that dreary dave; of 
] truſt ere long to embrace him in the halls _ 
a) 


of Raby, his vows may have a diſpenſation; a 
Raby 
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Raby too I hope to fee you, whom he tells 
me he has adopted as a fon; then will I own 
and endeavour to reward the preſerver of 
my child.” —Ah ! how every word ſmote 
my heart! it ſeemed to reproach me, as the 
baſe ſeducer of a darling child, the child 
of my maſter,” 


The door opened, and Lady St. Aubin 
flew into my arms: ſhe loaded my lover with 
thanks, for the care he had taken of the 
Baron, whom ſhe had followed to the village, 
where we had left him after the battle : when 
hearing the Engliſh were to embark ar Calais, 
ſhe ſet out, with wonderful expedition, and 
travelled thither to bid us adieu; wiſhing it 
allowed, to ſee the Duke of Orleans, ere he 
went to England a priſoner. - We explained 
to this amiable and ſincere friend our hope- 
leſs ſituation; love ſtript from me the light veil 
of hypocriſy, my exclamations were thoſe 
of the heart. Should my father wiſh to 
beſtow me in marriage, ah! ſhall I refuſing, 
lay J love l can only love him, who was 

(degrading 
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(degrading paſlion,) page to my brother, wil 
not the Earl inſiſt on my obeying his com. 
mands, will not the Counteſs ſpurn at an 
alliance ſhe will deem beneath me ? if noy 
we are ſeparated, never again ſhall I beholt 
him, for whom alone I would live.“ Thomalin 
ſighed but ſpake not. The Baroneſs left u 
without a word but quickly returned, bring- 
ing- with her a prieſt who had attended her 
from the caſtle of St. Aubin.—*< Behold, 
 faid ſhe, by beſtowing your hand on your 
preſerver, you ſhall efcape the perſecution 
you dread ; to the king I will repreſent your 
fears, —your hopes, - your marriage ;—his 
powerful mediation will fecure you a favour- 
able reception on your return ; and though 
the Earl and Counteſs would doubtleſs refuſe 
their conſent to your union, yet when no 
longer in their power to prevent it, gladlily 
will they acknowledge him, who for life pre- 
ſerved deſerves the love even of Cicely Neville, 


beautiful, noble as ſhe is ;—Sir William too, I dll 

——he will intercede for his adopted ſon,” at 

So ſaying, ſhe gave my hand to my lover ad 
| | who 
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ho kneeling in ſilence, wept as he received 

it:—TI trembled, Lady St. Aubin ſoothed 
s, and the holy father pronounced his 
bleſſing. 


Behold me, Matilda, - married, —but 
married without a parent's benediction. 


Amidſt the buſtle which prevailed, I 
found no difficulty in accompanying my lover 
on ſhipboard, without being miſſed; ſcarce 
had I time to reflect; a fair wind cleared us 
of the harbour of Calais, and quickly we 
reached the ſpaniſh ſhore. We were con- 
ducted to Sir William, who tenderly em- 
bracing his adopted child, thanked heaven 
who had prolonged his days again to behold 
him.— Lady Cicely, how is it I fee you 
alſo here?“ 


The queſtion long remained unanſwered, 
till falling on my knees, I cried with an agi- 
tated tone, receive alſo the wife of your 
adopted child, who kneeling entreats that 

bleſſing 
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bleſſing from Sir William Fitzhugh, the t. 


dared not aſk from the Earl of Weſtmor- 40 
land.” in 


Sir William ſhuddered and turning round, 
wiped off a tear: — the hand that raiſed me, 
trembled with the voice, tnat ſoothed me 
with a bleſſing; “ may it, he ſaid, aver 
from you.” —He ſtopped, I but too well 
underſtood he would have ſaid, a curſe 
{ſimilar to that pronunced on Donna Thereſa 
by the raſh Court d' Aranjcus. 


To turn the ſubject he began to inform us, 
what had paſſed ſince their parting, © When 
the boat returned without you, I offered the 
ſame ſum to the captain, to put back as be- 
fore to land us in England; the wind would 
not allow it, and we faſt approached the 
coaſt of Spain ; mean while the perſon who 
bore the diſpatches to the king of Caſtile re- 
covered, and was able to leave his cabin; | 
found he was well known to me, when 1n 
Spain; tohim I announced myſelf and inquired 

after 
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alter my friend Don Juan.— Ah! he cried, 
now wonderful are the decrees of providence, 
in vain have I ſought you in England, 
whither on your account I went from Don 
Juan: feeling his ſtrength decay he petitioned 
the king to ſend, and inquire after you; fear- 
ful the heir of his eſtates, might perhaps appro- 


priate to his own uit, the large fortune of 
the Count d'Aranjeus.” We made the port 
of Seville, Don Leon infilted upon my ac- 
companying him, as alſo Gilbert the ſcottiſh 
hief, to a houſe of his in the neighbourhood, 
where recovering our fatigue, we might 
procced to viſit Don Juan. 


hl © How painful, ſaid J, will be the meet- 
ge 02 !—when laſt J parted from him in Spain, 
vaſe my child, my beloved Thereſa lived, 
TE air! little did IT think then, of miſeries 
> ſhortly to follow ;—driven by a villain 
om my caſtle, - married yet not known as a 
ie —her infant ſon the heir of vaſt titles 
ind eſtates, drowned in the river Eure: l was 
roceeding in lmentations like theſe, when 


ſtet Gilbert 
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Gilbert advancing threw himſelf at my fee; 
— Know you not, ſaid he, and ſtop 
ped.” — 


« What, I exclaimed, do you mean ?” 


« Good God, is it poſſible, he continued 
are you indeed Sir William F*'tzhugh, the 
kind, the generous maſter, whom I ſo ire. 
parably injured; O! fay is the Lady There 
ſa then mourning her loſt child!“ 


« What rave you of Thereſa, what knoy 
you of the Firzhughs? Remember you nd 
my Lord, returned he, this face? time mi 
have worn it ſtrangely, upwards of twent 
years ago, you knew it well :—I was th 
huſbandof Dorothy the daughter of Theref: 
nurſe, 'twas I accompanied her, when tit 
infant child was ſuppoſed to be loſt.” 


ce ſhuddered, ſaid Sir William, Juppyi 
did you ſay ?””. 


cc Ho 
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« How ſhall I ſpeak, continued Gilbert, 


how declare to you, I am a villain ? a ſum of 
money, and a large quantity of jewels were 
entruſted to our care, for the ſupport of the 
child.” | | 


« Cruel wretch, I exclaimed, ſaid Sir Wil- 
lam, tempted by them, thou haſt murder- 
ed thy wife and the beloved infant of The- 


rela,” 


© Thank heaven, that fin is not added to 
the liſt of crimes, I have committed: in croſ- 
ling the Eure; I, who carried the child, with 
difficulty eſcaped ; whilſt my unfortunate wife 
borne away by the rapidity of the ſtream was 
drowned, ſpite of my andeavours to ſave her; 
ea empted by the riches in my poſleſſion, I 
took with me the child the road to Scotland, 
ſtopping at the foot of the mountain of 
Cheviot, there purchaſing a flock of ſheep, 

brought up the noble infant till near five 
years old; - when mark the diſpenſations of 
drovidence, —a band of ſcots burnt our cot- 


tage, 
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rage, and drove us with our ſheep befor Ml ! 
them. The brave Sir Robert UmfravilleM : 
gave them battle; their leader Sir Richard 3 
Rutherford, and his five ſons were taken: ; 
eſcaping I fled to Scotland afraid of a di- t 
covery, there did I exiſt, for deprived off v 
comfort it was not living upon my ill got- d 
ten wealth, under the patronage of the Doug. 
las family; thus came I to be ſent on the 
fatal expedition to Raby ;—a late remorſe n 
ſcized me, as I paſt the caſtle of the Fitz. V 
hughs, and I determined, —ſmall recompeni: fg 
for crimes ſo vaſt, to ſave Lady Cicely-- he 
if in my power—reſtore her to the Earl—ac-W in 
knowlede my guilt and deliver myſelf a 
Juſtice,” | m 
el 
« I aſk not, I deſire not pardon, may my 
death expiate all, ah! could it reſtore the 
| lovely child to Lord Beauchamp.” in 


« A hope, ſighed Sir William, you Tho be 
malin might be that lamented child, hay it: 


ſupported me: you were at that age foun 
6 | y 


the 


JUN: 


CICELY OF RABY. 73 


by Sir Robert Umfraville ;—your air, your 
mien at firſt ſight beſpoke you were noble, 
your features too; ah may it prove ſo!— 
and oh ! ſhould it not, I have made you heir 
to all in my power to beſtow, cheat me ſtill 
with the deluſion by acting as he would have 
done.“ 


Struck dumb with wonder, with aſtoniſh- 
ment, we ſeemed like ſtatues, whilſt Sir 
William, opening a door, Gilbert entered ; if 
faid he, the fon of Lady Thereſa ſtill lives, 
he bears on his left arm a deep ſcar; follow- 
ing ſome kids he fell from a ſteep precipice, 
a ſharp ſtone cut his arm, and ſtill muſt a 


mark remain reaching from his wriſt to his 
elbow.” 


« I remember, ſaid my huſband, break- 
ing ſilence, ſuch an accident happening, and 
ere the wound was healed the ſcots came : 
behold here is the mark, and bareing his arm 
it appeared from the elbow to the wriſt. 


Vol. 11, E „ When 
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« When I bore to England, cried Sit 
William, the fair daughter of the Count 
d'Aranjeus, ſhe wore round her neck a gold 
chain, to which was claſp'd a croſs ; in the 
caſtle of Cutherſtone, on the birth of her 
daughter, ſhe, unlooſening it, threw it round 
her infant, lamenting it was all the inheri- 
tance ſhe derived from her parents, all ſhe 
had ro beſtow on her child ; this chain, The- 
reſa's nurſe informed me, was faſtened with 
a ſecret ſpring by its mother, round the 
neck of the little Beauchamp ; and that none 
but ſhe or her father could unlooſe it but by 
force; and whatever befell her, it would re- 
main and identify her helpleſs infant.” — 


cc Ah true it was, ſaid Gilbert, the child 
wore it; oft was I tempted by the richneſs of the 
ornament, to tear it from his render neck; yet 
reflecting ſome event hereafter might take 
place, when I might wiſh to prove an heit 
to the Beauchamp's exiſted, for purpoſes I 
bluſh to think of, was it ſmeared with 2 


compoſition that diſguiſed its colour; and 
thi! 
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is idea was carefully inculcated, that born 
a ſlave, this was the badge of the family to 
whom he belonged, that he mult carefully 
© Wconceal it, leſt he ſhould be reclaimed.” 


« Behold then my father, ſaid the grace- 
ful youth kneeling, what pride for ſo many 
years has, with painful anxiety, guarded from 
all eyes, as a mark of ſlavery ; behold that 
chain and that croſs,—a mother's laſt bleſ- 
ſing, which is now my pride to reveal ;— 
© Oh! behold, and bleſs your long loſt child, 
) Wc fon of Lady Thereſa.” 


Sir William touching the ſecret ſpring, the 
roſs opening diſcloſed a plait of hair, which 


1 e kiſſing, on his knees thanked God, who 
he Wi thus miraculouſly reſtored to him, the 
* fant ſo long bewailed, reſtored him adorned 
ke 


vith every virtue, with every accompliſhment 
o grace his rank and dignify human nature. 


1 4 


an 
this 


This my ſon, ſnewing the portraits, this was 
ne heir of Count d'Aranjeus, — this, their 
E 2 daughter, 
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daughter, — my adored Thereſa,—Oh, con- 
tinued he, with a thankful yet exulting air, 
the curſe, the fatal curſe I truſt is fpent,—thoy 
art reſtored; how firong, powerful nature 
is thy impulſe, it acknowledged thee, for my 
ſon, in the cave of Teeſdale.“ 

Then turning to me, © What are, he ſaid, 
my obligations to you, who diſcerned thro 
the livery of the page, the merit of the man, 
Ah! my noble friend, little did you think 
it was the child of Thereſa, the grandſon 
of Fitzhugh, you reared ſo charitably, —hoy 
ſhall I evince my gratitude to you, who giv- 
ing him all the martial and warlike accom- 
pliſhments, which ſo nobly dignify the houk 
of Raby, and have rendered him a grace t0 
the honours he of right inherits; yes, at 
Agincourt, nobly didſt thou prove thy del 
cent, the added arms thy gracious fovereig! 
granted, ſhall be worn proudly, becaule vi 
tuouſly, by thy children's children.“ 


Early the next morning we ſet out fot 
Burgc5 


- 
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Burgos, where we had the happineſs to meet 
Don Juan ſo much recovered, as to accom- 
pany us to court. Don Juan the ſecond, 
ſat on the throne of Caſtile, his uncle Fer- 
dinand had now aſcended the Arragonian 
throne, and Catalina had the ſole power; 
ihe you will recollect warmly eſpouſed the 
cauſe of Thereſa Fitzhugh ; when her huſ- 
band, Don Henry, bore the ſceptre: to her 
did Sir William introduce his amiable grand- 
ſon, as Henry Lord Beauchamp—to her 


alone was it diſcloſed, that I was the 


daughter of the Earl of Weſtmorland and 
Joan of Beaufort, deſcended equally with 
herfelf from John of Gaunt, the Duke of 
Lancaſter, the claſped me to her boſom, and 


vowed to heaven her love and her protec- 
tion. 


Lord Beauchamp was acknowledged heir, 
to the vaſt eſtates of d'Aranjeus. 


Following the example of the Queen re- 
gent, the courtiers vied in marks of kind- 


3 neſs, 


— 
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neſs, and flattering expreffions. Lord Beau. 
champ's graceful yet commanding manner, 
was ſaid to reſemble the Count d'Aranjeus; 
and thoſe who ſtill remembered his grand- 
mother Donna Thereſa, compared the ſweet- 
nefs of his countenance, and diſpoſition to 
hers, and his dark expreſſive eyes, were ſaid 
plainly to denote the noble family from 
which he ſprung. Fearful although a pri- 
ſoner in England the Duke of Orleans might 
have emiſſaries near me, I paſt for a native 
of Bretagne, 


Sir William had written immediately after 
he had recogniſed his grandſon, to the Earls 
of Warwick and Weſtmorland, acquainting 
them with the diſcovery, but to the Earl of 
Warwick, he had not mentioned the mar- 
riage of Lord Beauchamp. 


Lady St. Aubin found means to inform us, 
my father tho* ſoothed by the gracious king, 
yet highly irritated at my flight and mar- 


riage, had declared I was ſent to a convent 
of 


of 


re' 


= 
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of noble Burgundian Ladies, nor meant to 
reveal to any one, the ſtep I had taken till 
my return to England, 


Flattered and careſſed, time ſtole away, 
to yet ſtill were our affairs unſettled, and many 
id a lingering wiſh we caſt towards the white 
n I cliffs of our country. 


it We received an anſwer mean while from the 
ve Earl of Weſtmorland, which made us im- 
patient to be gone the health of the Earl 
of Warwick declined apace, and the Coun- 
er teis who was ſtepmother to the late Lord 
ls © Beauchamp, would not fail to do all in her 
8 I power, to ſet aſide any claim which would 
of © invalidate the right of her ſon, to the title 
and eftate of Warwick. Bo 


He aſſured me of his forgiveneſs, but 
1s, chat he would ſtill conceal, even from my 
g, mother, a marriage, which, unleſs the claims 
r- of my huſband could be proved, would 
nt meet with her ſevereſt diſpleaſure ; that he 
of CDS: would 
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would do all in his power to eſtabliſh thoſe 
elaims, but that, did we not reach England, 
whilſt the preſent Earl of Warwick lived, he 
doubted thoſe claims, if proſecuted, would 
cauſe much bloodſhed ;—and concluded with 
informing me, my fiſter Jane deferred tak- 
ing the veil which ſhe meant to do at Bark- 
ing, till my return.—So flattering was our 
continuance, and fo blefſed in each other, 
that almoſt without perceiving the lapſe of 
time, a year had flown by us.—Ah ! Matil- 
da, as I reflect it ſeems but a gay dream, 
and I aſk myſclf—was it real? happy as 1 was, 
that happineſs was augmented, (as it gave 
fuch pleaſure to thoſe I loved,) by the birth 
of a ſon, the lovlieſt infant that ever gave 
joy to a mother ;—he was named after the 
king, who with the queen regent ſtood ſpon- 
fers for him,—and inveſted with the titles 
and eſtates of d'Aranjeus, to which Lord 
Beauchamp was to be guardian, all objection 
was removed, as my fon, born a Caſtilian, 
could inherit, what Lord Beauchamp, as a 

foreigner, 
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foreigner, could not, without vaſt conten- 
tion, have been allowed. 


When I found myſelf able to travel, it 
was agreed we ſhould return to England, 
where our preſence was ſo neceſſary, and 
the infant being fully inveſted, as far as his 
age would allow, with the large fortune of his 
great grandmother :—we went to take leave 
of the king, and Catalina the regent; they 
would not hear of our quitting Spain, and 
inſiſted upon our ſtaying till aſter a grand 
tournament and bull baiting, given in honour : 
of a prince being born to Arragon, this was 
too great a diſtinction to be lighted, — 


Lord Beauchamp entered the liſt, the 
plaudits of the Caſtilian Ladies, were loud 
in favour of the Engliſh knight, who juſti- 
tied their praiſe, by carrying off ſucceſſive- 
ly every prize. 


Our worthy friend Don Juan overheated 
mamfelf this day, which bringing on a re- 
i turn 
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turn of his diſorder, he languiſhed near a 1 e 
month, and expired in the arms of Sir Wil- Ja 
liam; who moſt ſeverely felt the loſs of ſo f. 
conſtant a friend: he evinced his attachment Wl a 
by leaving very conſiderable poſſeſſions to il {: 
my infant ſon. ci 


After weeping over the loſs we had ſuſ-· ¶ b 
tained, again we prepared to leave Caſtile, I p: 
but were now plainly told, the infant Count I o. 
could not hold the immenſe poſſeſſions, his ol 
right in Caſtile, if he lived in England. ht 
The Queen regent promiſed to be herſelf] ne 
his guardian, he ſhould be brought up in the in 
palace, and treated as a child of royalty; fl: 
provided Lord Beauchamp came to receive ar 
them, the rents of the Count's eſtates ſhould ſl ly, 
be his, till he came of age to do homage m 
for them; but that, did we perſiſt in taking cd 
him to England, the decree which gave him 
the title and lands, would be of no effect. 


We begged a few days to conſider of pro- Pr 
poſals ſo important, which were ſpent in the 
| | greate 
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greateſt anxiety, Sir William's preſence, as 
alſo Gilbert's, (who, penitent, had received 
forgiveneſs, and hved in the family more as 
it Ja friend than ſervant,) were equally neceſ- 
o Il fary in England, to identify Lord Beau- 

champ's birth, &c. to which period I look- 

ed forward with triumph, when he, whoſe 
H- birth ſhone through the mean habit of a 
le, page, ſhould be acknowledged at the court 
ant W of Henry, as Lord d' Agincourt, —as heir 
his of the noble families of Warwick and Fitz- 
— hugh; as deſcended from one of the moſt 
fel noble houſes in Spain; to view him, adorn- 
the ing his high rank with his virtues, this indeed 
ty; flattered me, yet to know ſo accompliſhed. 
ive and ſo noble he would have ſingled out Ciee- 
ud ly, from all the ſurrounding beauties, was 
age more ſolid joy to my fond heart, for he ſcem- 
ing <d to live but in my ſight. 


t. It was finally agreed, the young Count 

ſhould be left with the queen; Sir William 
ro- Propoſing to retire to Spain, and reſide con- 
theſſ ſtantly with him, as ſoon as Lord Beau- 
ate E 6 champ's 
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champ's claims in England were adjuſted, . 
and that we ſhould then divide our time be. | 
tween the two countries. | c 
* t 

We now bade adieu to the Caſtilian MW x 
monarchs, and all our friends, and after / 
weeping over and careſſing my child, I re- «; 
ſigned him to his nurſe :—in a ſtate of mind e. 
which admitted not of converſation, we ſet þ, 
out on our return home. | 


The Count of Arragon was at Barcel- Iv 
lona, thither it was ſettled we were to go; 
having received an invitation to viſit the 
Haſtrious Ferdinand ere we embraked, and yy: 
a ſhip was fitted out there ready to receive us: E. 
we travelled ſlowly, Sir William's ſtrength w] 
appeared unequal to the voyage; his health 
had viſibly declined ſince the death of Don 
Juan, and parting with his infant grandfon fri, 
had given an additional ſhock to his ſpirits. an; 


From Don Ferdinand we received a moſt 


polite and courteous reception; who warmly 
entreate( 
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entreated our ſtay till after a grand tourna- 
ment, which was ſhortly to be held on ac- 
count of the princeſs Maria, being betrothed 
to her couſin King John of Caſtile ;—Lord 
Beauchamp's fame had reached the King of 
Arragon, who wiſhed him on this occaſion 
to diſplay his proweſs, not doubting, he add- 
ed, but to behold him as the Count of Caſtile 
had done ; bearing off every prize. 


Sir William rather regain'd his ſtrength, 
which made us full linger at Barcellona. 


The tournament drew nigh, and the city 
was thronged with Spaniſh, Italian, French, 
Engliſh and Moorith knights, many of 
whom were attended with ſplendid retinues. 


The idea of our worthy and ineſtimable 
friend Don Juan was for ever preſent to me, 
and fearful of the venerable Sir William, I 
would have haſtened our departure, but he, 
ever proud to diſplay to the Spaniards, the 
accompliſhed grandſon of d' Aranjeus, de- 

clared 


86 '  CICELY OF RAR. 


clared his wiſh to comply with the King's 
entreaties, and enter the liſts. Lord Beau- 
champ no leſs eager to maintain that fame, he 
had already acquired, and which added luſtre 
to his birth, was no leſs deſirous of ſignaliz- 
ing his proweſs, —1 gave a tardy conſent, 


The day arrived, I was ſeated next the 
queen who was Maria of Caſtile, and 
aſſiſted in diſtributing the prizes to the 
victors. Lord Beauchamp was the hero of 
the day, whatever he contended for he gain- 
ed. The -camp, the palace, the ſtreet, re- 
echoed with the praiſes of the Engliſh knight, 
and flowers and perfumes were thrown up- 
on him from the windows. 


Sir William's youth ſeemed to be renew- 
ed in the praiſes, beſtowed ſo unſparingly 
upon his grandſon: and even I forgot this 
exertion might fatally effect, the yet not 
eſtabliſhed health of this venerable parent. 
The next morning I was again ſeated by the 
queen, but had no favour to beſtow upon 

my 


— ww.” ww. AN. 
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„my Lord, the king begged he would not 
chat day enter the liſts, as the knights diſ- 
ze heartened, by his ſo repeatedly carrying off 
re the prize, had many of them quitted Bar- 
- cellona. 


The Ladies who were aſſembled, from 
e every kingdom in Spain to the tournament, 
d no longer ſeemed to intereſt themſelves, who 
ie WW were unhorſed, or which knight whs con- 
of MW queror; all eyes were bent to the ſeat of the 
n- W ſovereign, at whoſe feet ſtood Lord Beau- 
e- W champ, whoſe ardour could be no longer 
it, reſtrain'd, than the cloſe of the day; when 
po- kneeling he begged the king would allow 
him, the following morning to give a gene- 
ral challenge; the boon was granted, and 
ere the eaſt was ſtreaked with gold, the whole 
ly I court of Arragon was ſeated, in expectation 
is of his appearance: ſuch an aſſemblage of 
ot IM valour. and beauty was a glorious ſight. 


he All eyes were fixed upon the weſtern gate, 
nas the riſing ſun caſt his firſt rays upon the 
7 . 2 ſilver 
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ſilver armour of Lord Beauchamp. — The 
heralds proclaimed his approach. — He was 
mounted on a milk white ſteed, a preſent 
from the King of Caſtile; his armour be-. 
ſtowed by the princeſs Maria of Arragon, he 
gained in the firſt day's tournament ; a large 
plume of feathers, ſnow white, waved over 
his morion: his ſhield, the ſame he always 
wore, and preſented to him by Sir William, 
the device upon it, the fun burſting from a 
cloud, the motto,—moet loft though obſcured; 
round the edge went a foliage of oak leaves 
and acorns, interwoven with myrtle ;—he 
was followed by his ſquire bearing his lance, 
behind whom came a train of pages dreſt in 
flame colour: Lord Beauchamp rode round 
the liſts, his viſor raiſed to where the 
king fat, with the judges of the combat; 
where gracefully bowing, he begged per- 
"miſſion, to have the challenge read aloud, 
then retired to the bottom of the field. 


A horn was ſounded and the defiance pro- 
claimed in latin, fpaniſh, italian, french, 
moriſco 


Me 
105 


Tr0- 
ch, 
iſco 
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moriſco and engliſh ;—which done he rode 
round, his lance in the reſt, three times: 


A conſiderable ſpace elapſed, ere any one 
appeared to encounter him, when a moor- 
ih knight of the kingdom of Granada, beg- 
ed permiſſion to enter the liſts ;—aſhamed 
o be outdone by an infidel in courage, a 
crowd of knights of different nations now 
advanced, each one entreating to break a 
lance with the Engliſh ſun, for ſo he was 
ſtiled; in their turns he encountered 
a number, who repented of their temeri- 
ty for the ſhivered lances beſtrewed the 
plain, 


Thus ingroſſing all eyes, enchanting all 
hearts, again was Lord Beauchamp the hero, 
his name was echoed as conqueror ;—it was 
already noon, no reſpite had he taken nor 
any refreſhment ;—a noiſe at the eaſtern en- 
trance made me turn my head; it was cauſed 
by the appearance of a tall, elegant knight; 
mounted on a black ſteed, which ſeemed to 

ſpurn 
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ſpurn the ground; its capariſons were gold; 
the armour of the knight was, as his courſer, 
black and thickly ſtudded with gold, which re- 
preſented the heliotrope or ſunflower; on his 
fhield was engraven the ſtory of Paris carry. 
ing off Helen, the motto, /o the Gods decreed, 
a wreath of lilies and roſes encircled the 
whole; a plume of black feathers inter- 
mixed with golden liFes, waved lightly over 
his helmet; his viſor was cloſe; without riſing 
it, he rode up to the throne, and made to 
the ſovereign and judges an obeifance, but 
ſpoke not: he turned to where I fat and 
bowing, looked at the bevy of beauties, 
with which I wasencircled; mean while a page, 
whoſe dreſs like his maſter's, was embroider- 
ed with the ſunflower, announced that the 


fable knight had travelled a vaſt diſtance, 
to be preſent at a tournament ſo famous, 
that he burned to encounter the Englib 
fun, whom he publicly declared a falſe traitor 


utterly unworthy the name of knight. 


I faw Sir William, forgetting his age, ſtart 
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„op, he was ready to leap over the barrier, 
r, MW and correct this ſaucy knight, but his age 
and reflection checked him: —he advanced 
is towards me, who ſaid I, is he that ſo baſely 
v. Jraduces my Lord perhaps rejoined Sir 
William, the firſt emotion of anger being 
he Mover, it is ſome mooriſh knight, who thus 
r- Mines to irritate and throw him off his guard, 
eo -but I fear not for my gallant child, quick- 
ng ly ſhall the ſable warrior feel the proweſs of 
to. ce Engliſh! ſun; —ſee he turns and eagerly 
ut demands the offered combat. 


es, Soon with their lances in the reſt, they 

ve, encountered; the addreſs, the unknown 
knight diſplayed, made me tremble for the 
ame, — for the ſafety, for the life of Lord 
beauchamp ;—now the one, - now the other 


the 
CC , 


a emed to have the advantage, how did alter- 

im Nate hope and fear then rack me lat 

or. Pagth after many trials of ſkill, which laſted 
or {ome hours ;—it appeared to be finiſh- 
d, by the fable knight being unhorſed. 


tart 
up The 
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The welkin reſounded with the ſhouts, 
with the plaudits of the multitude, as Lord 
Beauchamp ſtood over the fallen chief; ere 
I ſuffer you to riſe, he ſaid, here ſolemnly 
aſk pardon for your expreſſions, and kneel- 
ing with your vizor raiſed, before this noble 
king and this courtly afſembly of knights, 


and Ladies ro whom you fo vilely aſperi.d 


me, own yourſelf to have ſpoken falſely ; then 
promiſe you will proclaim through every 
country you ſhall paſs, I am a true and loyal 


knight.” 


“ Never, replied in a havghty voice the 
unknown knight, will I raiſe my vizor to 
thee, never ſhall it be ſaid, the blood o 
Valois ſued for pardon of a baſe born hind, 


who invidiouſly raviſhed from him, all he 


held dear.“ 


Lord Beauchamp ſtarted, and, looſed fro 
his graſp, the vanquiſhed knight aroſe, and 
exclaimed, © let at once my life be ſacii 
ficed, —and treachery compleated,—or thi 


dead 
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deadly quarrel be equally decided by the 
ſword.” 


te See, he cried, unfaſtening a ſcarf that 
twined around him, and ſhook it in the wind 
with an air of triumph ;—know, this was 
the gift of the Lady Cicely,—at Agincourt 
thou pretender to knighthood—true you con- 
quered me at Bidet,—there did the miſtreſs 
yal of my heart, tye this round her happy lover.” 


I faw the ſcarf, it was that which at our 
laſt parting, I had given the Duke of Orleans ; 
—the voice too, flaſhed upon my ſoul a fatal 
conviction, —it was the raſh the head ſtrong 
prince himſelf. 


Had vou, my dear Matilda, beheld 
tne various emotions which was pictured 
on my countenance, you might form ſome 
aint idea of what paſſed within me.—1I fat 
transfixed, the paſſions which alternately 


fro 
anc 
acti: 


thi: ſtruggled in my frame, deprived me of utter- 
TC —] ſaw the gleam of their ſwords, —I 
| ſaw 
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ſaw Lord Beauchamp inflamed by rage,— 
by jealouſy ;—no longer maſter of himſelf, 
and regardleſs of his life, —he panted 
but for the blood of Orleans, who apparent- 
ly agitated with ſimilar paſſions; yet more 
npon his guard, defended himſelf with infinite 
addreſs :—the ſilver armour of my huſband 
was ſtreaked with blood. 


I leaped from my feat. Oh! ſtop, I 
exclaimed, this fatal combat, then uttering 
a piercing ſhriek fell; nature wound up to 
the height of agony, could bear it no longer, 


c Oh ſave him !—ſfave him! let me not 
be his murderer,” — and I graſped with a 
convulſive motion, the arm of the princeſs 
againſt whom I fell, 


Again I lifted my eyes, but to ſee my 
huſband extended on the plain ;—drenched in 
gore ;—the warden who had come to for- 
bid the combat near him, and the Duke 
over- 


DVC 
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vverthrowing all that oppoſed, galloped off 
the field. 


I diſengaged myſelf from thoſe around, — 
every one gave way, and I flung myfelf 
down by my Lord ;—Sir William knelt by 
him, and unfaſtened his helmet for air.— 
Oh! ſpeak, I franticly exclaimed, my lover, 
my huſband, — Oh! ſay yet you love, your 
wretched wife. Oh! ſay my dear Lord, 
where is this fatal wound.“ 


. He turned with a dying look to me, © yes, 

he ſaid, Cicely, —whilſt this heart vibrates, 
+ Wit holds thee even in death, dearer than life 
. itſelt, -thinkeſt thou, I could believe. the 
vile ſuggeſtions of the falſe Duke :—Ah, no! 
but his end was anſwered, inflamed with 
rage, I was no longer able to command my 
own, or ward his blows: my life is forfeited, 
it ebbs apace ;—adieu my father, tell my 
lon I died defending the fame of his mother, 
ard the honour of his houſe.'® | 


nnn. 1 His 


N 


* 
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' His head was on my boſom, as, in a haſty 
manner, the laſt rites of the holy church 
were adminiſtered, 


cc This one,—this laſt embrace,—and the 
cold lips of my dying Lord were laid to 
mine,—Oh ! till we meet in another world, 
farewell !—cheriſh, my beloved wife, tae 
memory of him, who too happy in poſſeſſing 
you, thought of no heaven, but what he 
enjoyed. Oh! Cicely, I have loved to 
idolatry at that moment Matilda, the 
laſt breath, — the laſt ſigh of Lord Beau- 


champ vapoured into air. 


In the madneſs of frenzy, I roſe, and 
ſnatching the ſword ſteeped in blood, would 
have plunged it in my heart, had not my 
arm been arreſted, —I rent my head drels, 
and wildly called for vengeance, nor would 
ſuffer the body to be removed, till I wis 
torn from it by force. 


Does not my pen mark the page vi 
_ blood 


4 
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blood? is it poſſible that feeling ſuch acute 
miſery, I ſurvived ? yes, I did ſurvive, —nay 
ſtill drag on exiſtence. How oft, oh! death, 


have I called on thee ! thou cameſt then un- * 


thought of, unſuſpected, and cut ſhort a life 
dearer to me than my own. Dol live? do J 
wake? is it real? was I then the wife,—the 
happy wife of Lord Beauchaup, or was it only 
a gay illuſion? My head turns round, Ma- 
tilda; oh! I could rave for ever of my early 
love, of my huſband, of my adored Beau- 
champ; — whilſt reaſon hovers over me, I muſt 
drop the pen,—it cannot—muſt not yet be 
reſumed by your 


CICELTL.“ 
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« HAVE you not, Matilda, heard 
ſufficient of my ſad ſtory, that you en- 
treat, —that you conjure me to proceed 
Sure this heart muſt be firmer than ad. 
mant, thus to retrace ſcenes in which] 


ſo ſeverely ſuffered !—Gracious heaven: 


have I not already written what is en- 
graven in letters of blood upon my brain I- 
that brain,—this heart,—O its palpitations! 
Matilda, never may you feel as I have felt; 

may all misfortunes be far irons you, my 


Serre friend, 


Prays fervently your 


CICELY. 


an 


fo 
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« AGAIN, Matilda, you write, 
and aſk me queſtions I cannot refuſe to an- 
ſwer: Yet how, but by continuing my hit- 
tory, ſhall I anſwer you? The recapitula- 
tion of paſt events had almoſt diſtracted me; 
more compoſed, I will endeavour to proceed: 
Yet how proceed? Art firſt, frantic with 
grief, I raved of my huſband, —of my child; 
then, reduced to a ſtate of mental imbecility, 
fat for days, for weeks, in unbroken ſilence : 
| heard without knowledge, —ſaw without 
notice : This part of my life 1s one dark, 
dreary, comfortleſs night: What I muſt re- 


late, then, is, for ſome time, the hiſtory of 
my friends, not myſelf. 


How early in life was I thus widowed : At 
an age when girls are ſcarce ſuffered to think 
tor themſelves, or have learnt the neceſ- 


F2 ſary 
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ſary accompliſhrent, I was a mother to; 
child, —a child, who now never can knoy 
another parent ! 


« My huſband's remains were magni icent- 
ly interred, by the command of the King of 
Arragon, amongſt the ancient Counts of Ca- 
talonia; from whom the noble houſe «f 
d'Aranjeus was lineally deſcended. 


ce The ſorrow of Sir William was not loud, 
but deep and unbounded : Yet to ſuppon 
me, he ſtrove to bear up againſt it. 


ce In a capuchin's dreſs, a perſon demand- 
ed of Sir William a private audience,— 
Though uſhered only by his habit, his voice, 
his manner, demanded confidence; and Sir 
William gaveit him, His advice was, that an 
immediate voyage was neceſſary: © Certain 
here you are not ſafe ; the Duke of Orleans is 
too ſure, at liberty: Let the beauteous vi. 
dow be ſecurely placed with her friends; then 
may you return, to guard the young Count; 
| who, 
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who, mean while, under the protection of Ca- 
talina, muſt be far from danger.” Gilbert, 
why we could not gueſs, had never been ſeen 
ſince the ſecond day of the tournament : De- 
ſpairing of finding, we embarked without 
him, 


« Imaguie me, Matilda, again on ſhipboard, 
helpleſs as a child, —the venerable Sir Wil- 
liam, ſinking faſt into the grave, bent down 
by age and afflictions. With my eyes fixed 
or roving, I would fit, giving no other ſigns 
of life than frequent deep, and heavy groans. 
Thus ſcated, one day, Sir William, with his 
looks anxiouſly placed on me, ſaid: *I fee] 
my ſtrength ſink apace; I ſhall never viſit 
England : Wovld to God I was but allowed 
to live till I delivered this unhappy victim to 
her parents; but it is not permitted me. 
Will you, generous ſtranger, take the charge 
I cannot perform? Ah! the curſe, — the fa- 
tal curſe of D*Aranjeus ſtill reſts upon me!“ 


1 | * Par 
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a od not, my dear Sir William; I truf 
vou will again behold your native land: Should 
it be otherwiſe directed, I piouſly will per. 
form your requeſt. I ſolemnly promiſe, to 
guard, at the hazard of my life, the fair 
mourner : Death alone ſhall prevent my de. 
livering her to her parents: Know it is to no 
ignoble hands you entruſt her;—'tis to Louis, 
Duke of Orleans, father to the raſh youth, 
who fo fatally, at Barcellona, encountered 
- Lord Beauchamp: He thus vows, to guard his 
widowed love, even againſt his ſon,” 


« Sir William ſtarted : “ What! he ex- 
claimed, is it poſſible you are he, ſuppoſed 
to be murdered by the command of the Duke 
of Burgundy, whoſe death threw France 
into ſuch tumults, and the world in won- 


der.” 


e Behold, replied the Duke, this arm 
atteſts me, deprived of a hand, by the — 
— villains—” He now recited all the ſtory 


already related to you; his wonderful eſcape; 
and 


=] 


ſo 
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and that Lady St. Auſtin, afraid of ſome 
raſh attempt of her brother, had bribed a 
domeſtic of his, to convey- to her, any 
intelligence he could of his maſter's pro- 
ceedings; that Orleans had ſet out ſecret- 
ly, and in diſguiſe ; had taken ſhipping for 
Spain, With this news Lady St. Aubin was 
inſtantly acquainted ; who, communicating it 
to her father, he, accompanied by his faithful 
domeſtic, began immediately his journey 
thither. Too late did he arrive, to prevent 
the fatal rencounter : As he entered the city 
of Barcellona, the ſolemn proceſſion of Lord 
Beauchamp's interment filled the ſtreets: 
Dreading almoſt to inquire, he learnt the 
cauſe of the pumpous diſplay of woe; and, 
afraid of ſome freſh attempt of his ſon, re- 


ſolved to urge our departure, and eſcort me 
to Raby. | 


« It appeared, to Sir William, ſtrangely 
myſterious, that the Duke ſhould be ar liberty, 
when he ought to have been confined, as pri- 
loner, in England ;—ſure it could not be;— 

"04 yet 


yet there hung an air of ſecrecy about the 
{able Knight, that corroborated the ſuſpicion; 
he had avowed himſelf French too: As for 
my frantic expreſſions, they were not re- 
garded. 


The old diſguiſed Duke, had now full 
exerciſe for his humanity : Sir William ſeem- 
ed to totter on the verge of the grave, unable 
to quit his hold : The charitable Prince was 
his nurſe, his confeſfor, his comforter ; to 
him did the dying Knight explain whatever 
could authenticate the marriage of his daugh- 
ter, the birth of her cnild, or elucidate his 
eſcape, and wonderful diſcovery ; in order 
that I might be acknowleged as widow of 
Lord Beauchamp, and my ſon, as heir to the 
titles, and eſtates of Norwich and Fitſhy, of 
Cutherſtone. The papers, and other docu- 
ments reſpecting thoſe matters, (of which the 
Earl of Norwich poſſeſſed proper duplicates) 
were buried, together with a large ſum of 
money, beneath the floor of the cave he had 
ſo long inhabited in che foreſt of Teaſdale. 
| To 
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To me was the money bequeathed, in caſe I 
recovered ; if not, it was to be beſtowed on 
the monaſtery of Athelſtan, for holy prayers, 
to ſave the ſouls of the Fitzhughs. 


« Scarce had the venerable grandſire of my 
beloved Lord ſettled theſe worldly concerns, 
when he was ſummoned to the abodes of bliſs, 
Inſenſible to all, I was, happily as perfectly, 


unconſeious of my loſs. 


We were off the coaſt of Portugal, and (tlie 
wind allowing the pious purpoſe) the ſhip 
was put into a ſmall harbour, above which 

e a hill, where ſtood a convent of Benedic- 
tine monks: Thither was the body of Sir 
William Fitſhugh carried for interment: He 
who had wept over the funerals of almoſt 
every one dear to him, was attended by ſtran- 
gers to his own: No child to lament, no fond 
matron to cloſe his eyes, the generous Duke, 
and his faichful Jaques, performed, with cha- 
ntable hands, thoſe pious offices; whilſt I, fo 
nearly, ſo deeply intereſted in this beloved pa- 

F. 5 rent 
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rent of my loſt Lord, ſmiled as I followed 
inſtincti vely the proceſſion. 


] 

1 
Thus laid at reſt, from all the trouble; MM | 
which ſurrounded him, ever ſince his mar. MW h 
riage with Donna Therela ; Sir William or k 
Cutherſtone feſtered in a foreign ſhroud, -a 
far from his country, in a ſtrange land, like N h 


the fair heireſs of the raſh Count d' Aran- t! 


jeus. n 
0 

The Duke left money for a certain num- 

ber of maſſes, to be ſaid for the repoſe of 
his own ſoul, and thoſe of his friends ;— 2 
ordered a plain monument to be erected, of 
on which was to be engraven the arms of R 
Fitzhugh, his name and the date of the year. o 
of 


Again we ſet ſail, and ſhortly eſpied 
the ſhores of England: Sir William had beg- “ 
ed we ſhould land at Tinmouth ; the prior 
of whoſe ſtately monaſtery, was his tried 
friend ;—here I might be ſafe till my family 
ſent an eſcort for me. 


eve 


we 
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| We had paſt the mouth of the river 
Eure, when we were boarded by a ſcotch 
pirate; no ſooner did the commander be- 
hold me, than ſwearing a tremendous oath, 
he ordered me on board his own ſhip :—un- 
known to him was I followed by the Duke 
and Jaques, and immediately the fails were 
hoiſted, and a ſtrong wind bore us along 
the coaſt of Northumberland, whilſt the ſpa- 
niards rejoicing to eſcape, ſteered for their 


own land. 


See me now Matilda landed in Scotland, 
conveyed to a ſtrong caſtle built on an arm 
of the ſea ;—behold me viewed with ſcorn, 


J —with contempt,—with looks of vengeance, 
4 by the furious Lady Douglas ;—for to her 
vas I delivered by the captain, who was one 
zead of the chiefs in the fatal expedition, when I. 
eg was forced from Raby; but who eſcaping 
no had turned pirate, and recognizing me, 
real ought by ſecuring ſuch a prize, to regain 


the favour of his Lady, who had taken 
every means to oppreſs his family, irritated 


well® the ill ſucceſs of the former expedition. 
F 6 
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Turning from me Lady Douglas viewed 4 
the Duke, and haughtily exclaimed : © who c 
are theſe thou haſt brought me?“ d 

n 

« I know not, replicd the emiſſary of her Ml 
cruelty, it was unknown to me they follow- MW © 
ed.“ v 

fr 


« Lady, ſaid the Duke, we are French, N th 
allies to your country, —-we embarked in 
hopes of reaching the port of Rouen; the 
baſe ſpaniards, to be poſſeſſed of our wealth, Ml rc 
refuſed to land us, and forced us into the cc 
boat with the Engliſh Lady,” — This well in- an 
vented tale was beheved. - ſa; 


You will perhaps, my dear, wonder at the — 
princely Duke, thus demeaning himſelf on be 
my account, but the lively intereſt his amiable ¶ ce 
daughter took in my welfare made kim I for 
eager to ſerve me;—he thought himſelf I as 
bound to oblige her; thus making a late, I the 
(22d all now in his power,) a ſmall repa- I ip 


ration for his treatment of the Dutcheſs 
Adeline, 
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Adeline, her mother, — now left wholly in his 


charge, the noble Orleans thought himſelf 
doubly bound by my miſery, and his pro- 
miſe to Sir William to guard me, at the 
hazard of his life: - my misfortunes were 
owing to his ſon, and he watched to alle- 
viate them z after reſtoring me to my 
friends, he meant again to retire to Bidet, 
there ſpend his days in prayer and penitence, 


Short ſighted mortals, how vain are your 
reſolves. I, who fo late ſat planning in the 
court of Caſtile, ſchemes of future happineſs, 
and as I preſt ro my boſom my infant ſon, 
fancied him cqualling his, father in every 
graceful, —every martial accompliihment ; 
—0or, as I fat the envy of ſurrounding ſpaniſh 
beauties, beſtowing on my huſband at Bar- 
cellona, ſucceſſively, each prize he contended 
tor ;—Sir William exulting in his grandſon, 
as the air reſounded with his praiſe.— Ah! 
then had I foreſeen the miſery, which ſo 
ſpecdily overwhelmed me,—-what had been 

my 
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my feelings; but they could not have been 
deeper then what J have ſuffered. 


Separated from my child, —-my huſband 


cut off, in the midſt of his fame, in the ſpring 
of his days, —deprived of Sir William, when 
F was reduced to a ſtate of helpleſs melan- 
choly, not ſenſible of my loſs ;—in the ſame 
ſtate, a priſoner to the fierce enemy of the 
Nevilles ;—in a country where the reins of 
government, trembled in the hand of the re- 
gent ;—what hope was there of ſafety, but 
in the protecting care of the father of him, 
who at Barcellona ſacrificed my huſband. 


Lady Douglas pleaſed with. the converſa- 
tion, and graceful manners of the diſguiſed 
Duke, entertained him at her own table, till 
ſhe was obliged to attend the court at Stir- 
ling; reluctantly ſhe bade him adieu; after 
having given him, ſome time hefore, leave 
which ſhe could not well retract; — to hire a 
veſſel, that he might convey himſelf, as he 


alledged to France:—this ſhip lay to, beneath 
the 
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the windows of the caſtle, waiting a fair 
wind. 


She left me behind her too, having no ap- 
prehenſions of my eſcape; I myſelf was in- 
ſenſible, —all places were become alike to me, 
for ſcarcely did I ſeem to notice, the change 
of day and night.——But the only difficulty 
which appeared to my friends, that could 
prevent my eſcape, was how I could be 
conveyed out of the caſtle and elude the 
guards. 


The wind changed, —ſails were unfurled ; 
they fluttered to the breeze; — Jaques ap- 
peared at the gate, followed by two ſailors 
bearing ftrong liquors ;—© behold, ſaid he, 
ſcotſmen we leave you, but not without our 
good withes,—our maſter ſends to you, a 
preſent, taſte, and drinking, give us a good 
beniſon, and pray for a proſperous voyage. 


The gates vole opened, the villain, who 
twice before had ſeized me, and now had 
the 
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the charge of the caſtle, invited Jaques to 
partake of his maſter's bounty ;—the wine 
made them talkzative,—they began to recount 
their adventures.—then more boiſterous, 
vaunted of their courage, and their noiſe 
increaſed with every glaſs, —till ſtupified by 
the effects of what they had drank, they fell 
down inſenſible to every thing. 


Jaques rifled the pockets of my gnaler, and 
taking the keys, opened the doors of my 
apartments, - thruſting the damſel that attend- 
ed me into a cloſet, he faſtened up the en- 
trance ; and led me out of this diſmal caſtle : 


—the Duke aſſiſted in conveying me on 


ſhip board, rejoicing in their ſucceſs: the 
veſſel ſeemed to fly before the wind, we 
paſſed the racuth of the Tweed, ſo famous 
for divizing the rival kingdoms, the next 


morning, and at noon pait by the walls of 


Warkworth caſtle :—ignorant whom it con- 
tained, my beloved lifter Percy ſaw the veſ- 
ſel paſs;—ah! had ihe ſcen, — could ſhe have 


known me, what pain would have filled 
her 
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her gentle heart, as I ſtood bearing over the 
ſide, viewing with 1diot gaze, the water, as 
it ſeemed to ſlide from beneath us ;—but as 
if ſuddenly animated, raiſing my eyes I threw 
them on the iſle of Coquet, and its monaſ- 
tery, and ſhifting my poſition ran acroſs the 
deck, with my eyes fixed upon Warkworth, 
ſighing bitterly I cried; “ yes, I tell you 
Beauchamp, — I come,“ and ere I could be 
caught had nearly fallen overboard. 


This was the firſt time, ſince Lord Beau- 
champ's interment, that I had uttered any 
thing beyond a monoſyllable, never appear- 
ing to have the ſlighteſt recollection of what 
had happened. —Now the hopes of the Duke 
revived, who had deſpaired of my ſenſes 
ever teturaing. | .. 


The wind which had hitherto been favour- 
able, now varied in quick ſucceſſion, to every 
point of the compaſs ;—the captain predict- 
ing a ſtorm,—gave directions to keep the 
veſſel out to ſea, fearful of the rocks which 
guarded 
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guarded the coaſt of Northumberland: to 
add to the danger, the days were now very 
ſhort, 1t was the laſt week in December ;— 
J had been twelve months a mother, —how 
ſmall a portion of that time, had my infant 
been preſt to my throbbing boſom Ah 
ſhort but happy days ;—with the very idea 
comes joy, - comes rapture. - Ah! no, no, 
my Matilda, it is torture, —'t's agony to 
think of thoſe moments ;—what do ] rave 
of ?—let me turn to the regular narration. 


We were near the mouth of the river, which 
waters the beautiful vale where Bathol caſtle 


ſtands, when the ſailors ſaw their prediction 
verified, 


A ſudden guſt of wind blew us along 
the coaſt, —again were we becalmed,—a chic“ 
fog aroſe, which involved land, ſea and ſky 
in one univerſal obſcurity ;—the uſeleſs fails 
hung idly from the yards, — the thunder roll- 
ed at a vaſt diſtance, and the lightnings 
were reflected by the waves, as they danced 

along 
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along, rendering horror ſtill more horrible; 
no chcering ray illumined our evening 
- Whopes, and the night cloſed thick around,. — 
tie noiſe of the thunder grew nearer, till it 
t Whburſt upon us, and echoed from the ſhore, 
| Win dreadful rollings :—the lightning ſhot in 
a quick ſucceſſion all around us,—ignorant of 
), Wihcir exact fituation, the ſailors at midnight 
%o Na light, to which we appeared very near; 
e Nit was conjectured to glimmer from the ſtate- 

ly Priory of Tinmouth ;—this ſtruck the 

ſallors with freſh dread, as the wind had 
ch Negain veered, and blew with violence on the 
tle Whore ;—the tide too conſpired to drive us 
on on the coaſt, —the ſails rent into ſhreds, and 

uttered in the air ;—the helm no longer 

anſwered to the pilot's ſkill, and driven by 
ne every wave, we approached haſtily to de- 
ie; fruction:— the hail beat upon the deck:— 
fy Joud as the thunder was, it became ſtill more 
ureadtul as it reverberated from rock to rock, 
. crowning at intervals the roaring of the wind, 
now a valt ſheet of fire illumed the hori- 
cedÞ0n, and flaſhed a ſad conviction on the 
ong 1 mind 


7 
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mind of the people on board, as it momen- 
tarily ſhewed the caſtle, and tower of 'Tin- 
mouth, 


Scarce had they time to reflect on their 
danger, ere the veſſel pitched on a rock, the 
noiſe of the ſailors whoſe efforts were fruit- 
leſs, the daſhing of the waves over the ſhip, 
and the ruſh of the wind aided by the chun- 
der, altogether formed a craſh, moſt dread- 
fully tremendous, —while the lightning 
alone ſhewed at intervals the danger, — 


Matilda, to this ſcene did I, as it were 
awake from a long ſleep, with a faint re- 
collection of paſt events. 


Anxious for my preſervation, the Duke, 
while the ſhip was beating on the rocks, 
ſupported me on the deck, ready to ſeize 
any opportunity of ſaving, what he pleaſed 
to term, his venture :—ſignals of diſtreſs had 
been made, and all eyes were anxiouſly fix- 
ed on the ſhore, as a long train of monks 

bearing 


to 


tri 
ſay 
Wa 


Ci 
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bearing torches, iſſued out of a poſtern gate, 
taking the road towards the beach neareſt 
our veſſel. 


« Alas! I exclaimed, too late they come 
to our reſcue.” 


ee Cicely, ſaid the Duke, is it poflible ! 


—200d God I thank thee, my prayers are 
heard.” 


« Sure, I returned, my ſenſes ſtill de- 
ceive me, is that the voice of the recluſe 
of Bidet, and if the lightning's glare -beams 
truly, —ſure "tis that venerable form ;—Oh ! 
ſay, why are you here, and where has her 


wayward fate thrown the loſt, the wretched 
Cicely?“ 


ce, 
8 A boat approached carrying lights, and 
mr the Duke had not time for reply, but haſtily 
e 


, aſſiſted Jaques to place me in it; the crew 
a0 followed, —we reached the ſhore with diffi- 


culty, 
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culty, too eager to land, —all attempted x 
once, and the boat overſet. 


I remember no more, till I found my: 
ſelf in bed, and ſurrounded by ſtrangers, 


T inquired of my ſituation, —in the mona. a 
tery of Tinmouth,—what had become of the 
crew ?—all had periſhed but myſelf, andy 
foreigner ;—may I not ſee him? — d. 


Reſt ſatisfied, he is ſafe but you can tre 
ſee him. 


At length they yielded to my impo Vr. 
tunities, two monks: ſupported me, —it vi be 
not the Duke, —ah wretched Cicely, — bu ber 
Jaques that entered my apartment. —“ Oh: 


ſay, where is your maſter ?”— He ſhook h hart 
head, and his tears declared what his tonguſ mar 
refuſed to deſcribe, nor had his feelings ſuff 
cient courage to ſay, — he is gone for ever I 
VOUr 


« Ah! ſaid I, generouſly has he protecinent 
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ed the fad wanderer Cicely, — never can ſhe 
evince her gratitude ; Oh ſeck, if you 
have piety, for his body.” — 


The offer of a princely reward, actuated 
many to the ſearch, and operated as a better 
argument for their activity. 


But though anxiouſly ſou ht for, a whole 
day elapſed without any account of the body 
being found; the following night, the re- 
nol treating waves left it on the beach.— 

The tidings reached me, — ] aroſe and 
wrapping my mantle round me, hurried to 
the window ;—it was the dawn of day, a num- 
ber of veſſels, many of them diſmaſted, wait- 
ed the returning tide, to bring them into 
harbour; the neighbouring ſhores wore the 
oſs markof univerſal ruin. 


The gate opened which led from the har- 
bour, a number of monks, whoſe dark gar- 
ents contraſted the ſnow, paſt through it 


tet 
with 


\ 


I20 CICELY OF RABY. 


with mournful ſteps and downcaſt looks ; the 
proceſſion appeared winding up the road, tu 
which led to the caſtle—Jaques accompanied, 
\ bending in all the agony of grief, over the 
body of his maſtcr, which was borne by the ae 
good fathers. 


I looked with aching eyes and bleedim pr 
heart, till my head turned round, and I ſunk Hat 
as lifeleſs as he, who extended on his co cri 
bier, was unconſcious of my grief; on re- 
viving I beheld the faithful Jaques Kneeling 
beſide me, and exclaiming in an agony, a 
he wrung his claſped hands.—* Oh! ſpea:Mine: 
Lady, leave me not thus, a ſtranger in ame 
unknown land.” ; 


Reviving from miſery by degrees, I cobra 
ſulted with this tried domeſtic, and we re 
ſolved the remains of the noble Louis, ſhoull 
be privately interred: long ere this all Pari 

had witneſſed, the ſplendid funerals of th 
Duke of Orleans, and its churches had re 
ſounded with maſſes, for the repoſe of 
6 ſou 
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ſoul: the Dutcheſs Valentina had impor- 
tuned heaven and its faints, with vain pray- 
ers and ſupplications; but Valentina could 
not more ſincerely deplore the ſuppoſed 
death of the prince, than he was now be- 
wailed by his grateful Jaques, and her whom 
ſo kindly he had protected. — Ah! ſure thy 
prayers thy penitence would find acceptance, 
at the throne of grace, and atone for the 
crimes, for the levities of youth. 


Recollect you not my Matilda, in the 
beautiful conventual church at Tinmouth, 
near the high altar, — a white marble monu- 
ment, on which this was the only inſcription ; 
« hope for mercy.” Beneath which are 
the fleur de lis of France, ſurrounded with 
ranches of palm and cypreſs ;—this ſingu- 
ar monument, I dare ſay would. excite your 
oulWurioſity :—when again you view it my Ma- 
ParyWilda, that heart of yours ever diſpoſed to 
' Wommiſerate the unhappy, will heave a ſigh, 
Uu the memory of the preſerver of your 
f Wriend, and as you bend over it, recollect- 
ſou vor. II. G ing 
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ing many paſlages of my life, your tears 
ſhall drop on the marble, and you will refle& 
beneath it, buried in obſcurity, lies the 
mortal part of the Duke of Orleans. 


( 
* 
After the interment, Jaques came into my n 
apartment; and long we ſat in ſolemn ſilence, Ml 1 
lamenting the noble prince. Many a weary ll - 
night I traverſed the room with an aching Ml in 
heart; caſting a look of anguiſh on the ſea — 
which had thus cruelly deprived us of our 
defender, hi 


One evening the ſun was ſinking red il 
the weſt, and the ſnow ſpangled as the ray bar 
fell aſlant on it; the tempeſt had entirelythe 
ſubſided, and the full tide covered the fatal Cic 
rocks, on which our ſhip had ſplit;:— Ah 
thou deceitful clement! when providenc 
raiſed me up a protector, ere I was wel 
ſenſible I needed one, you ſnatched hi 
from me ;—who now ſhall guard the pool 
loſt Cicely ?” 


ec Ah 
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« Ah! would to God I could, replied 
Jaques, then kneeling he caught my gar- 
ments, © grant me Lady my firſt requeſt, — 
O grant it for the ſake of the gallant prince, 
with whom at Bidet I was immured ;—allow 
me to ſpend the remainder of my days in 
your ſervice yet may Jaques ſave you; 
—much did my maſter fear for you, dread- 
ing the raſh, the ardent temper of his ſon ; 
—ah! why was I preſerved, while my noble 
Lord hes cold as the earth which covers 
him.“ 


bade him riſe, and holding out my 
hand, exclaimed, © thou faithful follower of 
the royal Orleans,—reſtored to her friends, 
Cicely ſhall cheriſh thy age ;—ſhe will en- 
Wicavour to prove herſelf not ungrateful ;j— 
at Raby ſhe will try to ſoften thy loſs, by 
er friend/hip, —we will weep by turns and 

conſole each other,” —— 


« But tell me how came the Duke here? 
relate all thou knoweſt, I have much to 
G 2 learn; 


6 
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learn; ſince the fatal conflict at Barcellona, MF : 
all was night, — ſilent and dreary, —it told me 
not of woe, — nor joy, —nor grief, — till! 
awoke to ſhip wreck. 


Jaques now proceeded to inform me, cot 
all I have related to you; - learning we were Mc: 
at the very place Sir William meant us t Ml {; 
land at, I reſolved immediately to demand MW oy 
an audience of the Prior, and if I found he er 
was the friend of Sir William to reveal my- © 
ſelf to him, and beg an eſcort to -Raby La 
but whilſt I ſpoke to this purpoſe, a loud 
knocking was heard at the gates, and quick. 
ly the frozen courts, reſounded to the hook 201 
of many horſes ;—ſuppoſing the Prior would cla 
now be engaged, I declined the projected 
interview till morning, and diſmiſſing Jaques, 
retired to the room allotted for my report; 
I fat down meditating upon my ſad fate. 


My loſt, my loved, my lamented huſband 
filled my ſoul with grief;—now I view 1 
him as he declared his love for me to fatheÞ cio 

Ambroſe 
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„ \mbroſe ; the contending paſſions marked 
Lich ſtrong expreſſion on his fine counte- 
| WF nance. 


Now 1magination carried me to the caſtle 
of WM of Bidet, where ſcarce could I be brought to 
re credit, the evidence of my ſenſes; now !] 
ti fancied the venerable Sir William bending 
nd i over him, when the graceful youth, kneeling, 
he eried, as he pulled out the chain and croſs, 
y- © behold your long loſt child, the ſon of 
Lady Thereſa.” 
ud - 
kf Again the ſcene ſhifted, the court of Arra- 
or gon was aſſembled, the air was rent with ac- 
ud clamations.— Ah! now he lay bleeding at 
tell my feet. —*©© Oh! I exclaimed, Beauchamp, 
ves Beauchamp, do I live, —do I wake, - what 
eim I now ?—was I not fo late in Spain 
happy above the lot of mortality, for Sir 
William beheld and bleſt me. 


I hal a child too,—why leave that pre- 
cious pledge of affection !—ſo dear to its 


G 3 wretched 
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wretched mother ;—alas ! does it live, help- 
leſs babe, it has but one parent to guard it, 
—one how unfit for the charge. —Oh, I did 
but rave, ſure I dreamt but of happineſs, —l 
have no child, — I have had no huſband,— 
no fond,—no tender lover died for me,— 
what is Sir William Fitzhugh dead !—the 
princely Duke too !—it is but ſome horrid 
cream ;—yet has not Jaques been with me, 
would he deceive ?—Ah no! I feel it is a 
fad fad certainty of miſcry. 


My brain ſeemed to unfettle, and I aroſe 
from the bed, as a foot- ſtep in the adjoining 
apartment alarmed me, and I endeavoured 
to calm my emotions. I went to the win- 
dow, which overlooked the ſea, the retiring 
tide laſhed in hollow murmurs againſt the 
foot of the rock ;—the moon, which was 
ſinking in the heavens, threw a faint radiance 
over the proſpect, at intervals I caught a 
glimpſe of a white fail in the moon beams, 2 
gentle breeze ſeemed to waft the veſſel from 

land, 


cul 
me 
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land, and the ſea, as if ſatiated with fury, 
was calm as a lake, — 


This was a ſeaſon to reflect, what yet 
might befall me ere again I reached Raby ; 
—my father, mother, each ſiſter and brother, 
roſe in ſucceſſion to my mind, conjuring up 
a freſh train of ideas to torment. —Forgetting 
myſelf, I exclaimed with emphaſis, © Jane, 
my noble minded ſiſter, has the fierce Doug- 
las wreaked her vengeance yet on thee !— 
ſurely Cicely's ſufferings may ſatiate her 
cruelty.” 


The haſty opening of the door, made me 
turn round :—a graceful figure clad in deep 
mourning entered; ſhe ruſhed into my arms; 
—my dear Matilda, it was Jane herſelf. 


Shall I attempt to deſcribe my feelings ? 
joy, grief, ſurpriſe aſſailed my heart at once, 
locked in each others arms we remained 
long without ſpeaking ; at length ſhe cried, 
* good Saint Cuthbert I thank thee, again 

_ 8 do 
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do I embrace my darling Cicely ;—alas ! my e 
ſiſter, your looks too truly teſtify what you IM 


have ſuſtained, ſince laſt we parted.” F 
V 

Ho is it, my ſiſter, I exclaimed, you c 
are here?“ f 


She informed me, that anxious for my 
ſafe return, which the Earl had informed her 0 
would be ſoon, ſhe had undertaken a pilgrim- p 
age to Lindasfarne, where, though not per- h 
mitted to enter the church, dedicated to the n 
holy Saint Cuthbert ;—yet there, by means Ml - 
of my brother Henry, made her offerings: MW * 
—ſhe had come from Warkworth that day IiW * 
on horſeback, the reſt of the journey ſhe i © 
had performed on foot, though her attea- t 
dants were mounted; ſhe had hoped ere 
dark, to have reached Tinmouth, but the 
thickneſs of the ſnow had prevented her. 


In the morning I ſaw my brother Henry, 
and preſented Jaques to Lady Jane, as the 
faithful ſervant of Monſieur Bidet, to whoſe 
charge 
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charge I had been committed in France ;— 
related to her our being carried into Scot- 
land, my obligations to Monſieur Bidet, 
with our fatal ſhipwreck, reſolving to con- 
ceal my adventures even from her, till I had 
ſeen my father. 


The Prior informed of my quality, now 
came to vilit me, but I found him not the 
perſon I hoped for, Sir William's friend 
had been dead ſome time ;—this grieved me 
much, as he was the monk of Fountaine 
Abbey, whom Sir William had mentioned 
as mediator between the Earl of Warwick 
and Lord Beauchamp, and who was tranſla- 
ted to Tinmouth, much about the period, 
that Sir William left Fountaine for the her- 
mitage 1n the foreſt of Teeſdale. 


The Prior next morning eſcorted us as 
tar as Newcaſtle, from whence a meſſenger 
was ſent to Raby, where the Earl was, to 
inform him of my approach ; bidding adieu. 
to the Prior we proceeded to Auckland, 

G 5 avoiding 
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avoiding Durham, the plague raging there 
at time, 


Again Matilda, did I enter the gates of 
Raby, where ranged in two lines, ſtood each 
domeſtic of the caſtle, many of them had 
lived in the family ever ſince the Earl; and by 
him I had been taught to pay a deference to 
their grey heirs, to reſpect their long and 
faithful ſervices.— I alighted and thought to 
have walked through them, but their tears, 
their looks of ſadneſs, — their expreſſions 
overcame me, and I ſhould have ſunk to 
the ground, had I not been caught by Ralph, 
an ancient ſervant of the Earl's, who had 
the charge of Lord Beauchamp, when firlt 
taken into the family. 


« Alas ! for pity, he cried, my ſweet 
Lady die not thus.” 


He would have borne me in his arms, 
but tottering under the burden, was ſurround- 


ed by numbers, each one eager to approach 
me; 
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me ;—almoſt lifeleſs I was conveyed into 
the apartment, where ſat in mournful ex- 
pectation of my arrival, the Earl and Coun- 
tes, with my brother Thomas. 


My mother roſe to meet me, but her 
Cicely's altered looks ſtruck her ;—ſhe turn- 
ed pale, her limbs refuſed their office, and 
ſhe ſunk again on her ſeat. 


The Earl endeavoured to give me air, 
ns for the cloſeneſs of the room had cauſed me 
tl to faint; at length languidly raiſing my 
Ply MW eyes, in a faint accent, I ſaid, Oh! pro- 
1d Wl vidence I thank thee, I ſhall die in my native 


Irlt land, I ſhall. expire at the feet of my pa- 
rents.“ 


zee The Counteſs ſeemed to gain animation 
from my voice; riſing ſhe embraced me, 
nd a mother's bleſſing infuſed new life in- 
ms my care-worn boſom, 


dach Ah! my. brother too; what did I feel as 
my G 6 you 
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you preſſed me to your boſom, you who 
diſcerning the merit of my loved, my lament- 
ed Lord, took him to your heart, called him 
friend, nor in the greatneſs of his merit, re- 
garded the apparent meanneſs of his birth. 


I retired to my chamber, but not to reſt; 
a thouſand tormenting images preſented them- 
ſelves to my bewildered imagination, — what 
was I really at Raby ?—beneath the roof of 
Lord Weſtmorland ?—had he who was 
brought up on the charity of the Neville, 
who left with me their towers, a page—been 
my huſband ?—the rightful heir of the Beau- 
champs ;—and D'Aranjeus the grandſon of 
Sir William Fitzhugh, the friend, the moſt 
eſteemed of the Earl of Weſtmorland ! 


Weak and fatigued, I till repeatedly aroſc 
during the night, to look out of the win- 
dow, and convince myſelf it was Raby 


caſtle indeed, and no falſe illuſion. 


With trembling ſteps I bent my way, in 
the 
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the morning to the hall, where the table 
was ſpread for breakfaſt :—the ſad contraſt 
to thoſe gaudy dreams, that had flitted 
through my brain in Caſtile overcame me; 
Sir William, his amiable grandſon, both 
dead, a widow, yet bearing not the name of 
my huſband ;—mother to a lovely infant, 
heir to vaſt eſtates, yet in England unknown, 
—unacknowledged even by his own parent; 
—yet had I to conceal, for ſuch was my 
father's command, my misfortunes ;. and at 
that moment, found a part to act I was un- 
able to ſuſtain.ä— All theſe reflections ruſhed 
upon me at onee, and I threw myſelf upon a 
ſeat, claſped my hands together, and burſt 
into an agony of tears. 


The Counteſs moſt maternally kind, threw 
her arms around me — what means, faid 
ſhe, Cicely thoſe tears, you rejoice not with 
us, that you are reſtored to your family ; 
—ſome ſecret, ſome hidden grief corrodes 
you, ſpeak my child.“ 


I ſpoke 
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I ſpoke not,—but raiſing my eyes to 
heaven, ſat as it were transfixed, —a monu- 
ment of grief. 


The Earl put his arm through mine, and 

led me into another apartment.—“ Com- 
poſe yourſelf, ſaid my father, nor by giving 
way to your emotions, awaken ſuſpicions in 
the mind of the Counteſs; endeavour to 
take ſome refreſhment, after which I muſt 
learn what has befallen you, ſince I heard 
from you in Caſtile, your looks have pre- 
pared me for a detail of miſery.” — 


I returneddetermined on exerting mylelf, to 


the room I had left; excuſe, I ſaid, the weak 
mind of a girl, yet unuſed to bear misfor- 
tune, ſhe ſhrinks at the recollection, —and 
forgets to be thankful to that merciful pro- 
vidence, who preſerving her from ſhip- 
wreck, has reſtored her to her dear and 
valued friends. 


After the repaſt I followed my father to 
his 
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his cloſet, and briefly informed him of what 
had befallen me in Spain; the death of Sir 
Wiltam,—my detention in Scotland, —my 
obligations to the Duke,—and the fatal ſhip- 
wreck; concealing, as was his expreſs defire, 
his quality and real name under that of Mon- 
ficur Bidet, who was, I ſaid, the guardian of 
Lady St. Aubin, the boſom friend of her 
father, 


Ere I had finiſhed my recital, it was night, 
—the Earl embraced me, as the tears rolled 
down his cheeks;—© you are, my child, too 
preatly agitated to talk longer on theſe mat- 
ters, to-morrow 1 ſhall again diſcourſe with 
you, mean while carefully conceal your mar- 
rage and adventures from any one ] will 
give you my reaſons when next we meet.” 


Before I could reply, my ſiſter Eleanor 
entered from Tinmouth, ſhe had heard of 


my arrival, and regardleſs of the depth of 
the roads, had haſtened to me :—claſped to 


the gentle heart of Lady Northumberland, I 
| tried 
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tried to forget I had ever been abſent from 
Raby. : 


In the morning the Earl again viſited me, 
« why, I cried, my father, conceal my 
marriage, ſure the daughter of the Earl of 
Weſtmorland was not degraded, when ſhe 
allied herſelf to the Beauchamp's ;—know 
my Lord, I will throw myſelf at the foot of 
the throne,—I will implore the gracious 
Henry, to protect the ſad widow of him, 
who at Agincourt ſhielded his ſovereign; 
ves, he will aſſert the rights of my infant 
ſon, — the father's merit ſhall protect his 
boy.“ 


« Calm your agitation my child, and pa- 
tiently liſten to me,” replied my father. 


« The Earl of Warwick died ere you 
left Caſtile, Lord Richard was then abſent, 
all the letters which paſſed between Sir Wil- 
liam and the Earl; all the papers reſpecting 
the marriage of the fair Thereſa and Lord 

Henry, 


- 
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Henry, fell into the poſſeſſion of his ſtep- 
mother Lady Warwick, —haughty, fierce 
and revengeful, I doubt ſhe will not readily 
reveal her knowledge, of the exiſtence of 
what would authenticate claims, to the preju- 
dice of her ſon ; who had been ſome time in 
poſſeſſion, of the titles and eſtates of his an- 
ceſtors ;—generous and unſuſpecting, the 
Earl believes the integrity of his mother, as 
unqueſtionable as his own, and is by her 
firmly perſuaded, the child of Lord Henry 
periſhed with his nurſe.—W hat evidence 
have we to the - contrary, — the late Prior of 
Tinmouth who would have warmly eſpouſed 
the cauſe of the dead ;—died before Sir Wil- 
lam left the Abbey of Fountaine ;— 
Mabel was the nurſe of Lady Thereſa, whom 
with the ' prieſt that married them, were all 
that were preſent at the ceremony, and he 
went upon a pilgrimage to Loretto ſoon 
alter and never returned; even your own 
marriage reſts upon your teſtimony, and 
that of Lady St. Aubin ;—could Gilbert be 
found, he would be an uſeful evidence; I 
ſhall 
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ſhall immediately ſend a meſſenger to Bar. 
cellona to ſearch for him.” —— 


« Have you not, I arxiouſly ſaid, my 
Lord ever diſcourſed with Eari Richard re- 
garding his nephew?” 


« Yes, returned my father, I mentioned 
to him that Sir William Fitzhugh who was 
fill alive, had informed me, of his daughter's 
marriage with Lord Henry Beauchamp, and 
that the ſon of this marriage was lately 
found by him, elegantly formed, poſſeſſed of 
every accompliſhment, and every virtue to 
adorn the noble race from whence he ſprung; 
—whilſt I ſpake, continued my father, War- 
wick quivered with rage, and laying his hand 
on his ſword, ſwore, with a-tremendous oath, 
that ſhould maintain his right.“ 


« Thinkeſt thou, he cried with vehe- 
mence, Weſtmorland, I belicve the tales ot 
that old dotard Fitzhugh, crazed by his reſi- 
dence in the cave you talk of, —he ou 

0 


; of 


vu 
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of forcing ſome low born beggar upon me, 
as my nephew, in hopes of depriving me,— 
the true and only heir,—of titles, and lands 
deſcended to me, through a long line of gal- 
lant anceſtry ; what ſhall the ſword of the 
Earls of Warwick, be weilded by an igno- 
ble peaſant, forbid it keaven:—let Fitzhugh 
produce evidence firſt of my unhappy bro- 
ther's marriage, the birth of his child, then 
prove 1t eſcaped the fate of its nurſe ; which 
done, the perſon ↄf that child muſt he iden- 
nfied from infancy to rnanhood :—ah! Ralph 
of Raby, I thought thee not ſo credulous, 
did not Sir William when he quitted Foun- 
taine, acknowledge his hopes were at an 
end ? when he produces his nephew, gladly 
will I own him ;—till then I am Earl of War- 
wick, Lord of Penrith, &c. &c. &c. and 
truſt me Weſtmorland ſo ſhall I die;— 
ſhall this good ſword, which yet has not 
failed to chaſtiſe, the foes of the Beauchamps, 
rult in its ſcabbard, at ſight of the impoſ- 


By.” 


« Ah! 
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« Ah! my child, continued my father, 
can your molt ſanguine hopes flatter you, the 
Earl will yield his claim to my arguments, 
which muſt be unſupported by the lighteſt 
evidence.—Brave and powerful, the king 
leans with ſafety on the Earl of Warwick“ 
valour;—ah ! Cicely could you hope, the 
gracious Henry would offend one of his firſt 
nobles ; now, when the mraneſt vaſſal's help 
is courted ? would he now hazard war, and 
deſolation in the heart of England, endanger 
even your kindred houſe of Lancaſter, and 
raiſe a proud rebellion againſt himſelf ;—and 
for a child, —whofe birth is not authenticated, 
and whoſe life is at beſt precarious ?” 


« Yet my father, Sir William veſted his 
own eſtates in the hands of his nephew, 
Lord Henry Fitzhugh, ſure he will acknow- 
ledge my-infant's right: there remains too 
my Lord, buried beneath the floor of the 
cell in the foreſt of Teeſdale, the will of the 
Earl of Warwick, and Sir William's, with 

authentic 


all 


0 
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authentic teſtimonies of the marriage of Lady 
Thereſa, and the birth of her child.” — 


« Ah would to God, rejoined the Earl, 
Lord Fitzhugh ſtill lived, had your claim 
been eſtabliſhed there, it would have ſup- 
ported you with the Beauchamps; with 
Lord Henry I conferred on the ſubject, re- 
joicing at his couſin's probable return, he 
accompanied me on a hunting party ; pur- 
ſuing the game too near the banks of the 
Tees, his horſe fell with him from the top 
of a rock, many feet perpendicular into the 
river; daſhed to pieces by the fall, his gene- 
rous ſoul left the frail abode of mortality: and 
with him ends your hopes, on the eſtates of 
Fitzhugh ; his infant ſon has it not in his 
power, or rather it is not in the power of 
his guardians to relinquiſh, unleſs indeed you 
are right in regard to the papers buried in 
the cave; I well know no documents exiſt, 
which can throw any light upon thoſe tranſac- 
lions, which ſeem involved in obſcurity : to- 

| morrow 
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morrow I ſhall go myſelf to fearch the cave 
of father Ambroſe.” 


ce will accompany you my Lord, I cried, 

again I will viſit the place, where firſt I ſw Ml 1 
the venerable Sir Wilham,—there did my MW | 
beloved Beauchamp, fult ſay he loved. 
—there will I find the teſtimonies of his MW » 
birth, and throwing myſelf with them, at Ml a 
the feet of the King, bathed with my tears, MW a 
aſk him to acknowledge the rights of my 1: 
ſon; — ſure he cannot, will not refuſe Cicely Ml ſe 
to whom he promiſed his influence with her W » 
friends, that ſhe might give her hand, where MW fo 
her heart was unalterably beſtowed.” 


« Agitate not thus yourſelf, my child, 
Henry is juſt, is generous, but we mult deal 
with caution, keeping ſecret your preten- 
ſions even from the Counteſs, (unleſs there 
are ſome hopes of ſucceeding,) whoſe high 
ſpirit, would diſdain to relinquiſh, what ſhe 
would know was your right, and regardleſs © wi 


of the event, would immediately involve ney 
her 
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her ſovereign and country in deſolating 
war.“ 


The Earl dreading the effect a refuſal 
might have on me, ſuffered me to accom- 
pany him to the cave; weak as I was, the 
undertaking was raſh, it being the depth of 
winter, and our way lay amongſt deep moſes, 
and through a foreſt, I too well knew was 
almoſt impenetrable; the journey was de- 
layed till the melting of the ſnow ;—at pre- 
ſent a ſevere froſt gave a degree of hardneſs, 


which the utmoſt power of the Tun failed to 
ſoften, 


Jaques accompanied us, and a train of 


domeſtics, to the Counteſs a pilgrimage of 


piety in conſequence of a vow, was ſaid to be 
the cauſe of my viſit to the hermitage. The 
firſt night we ſlept at Eagleſtone Priory, ſo 
fatigued I was when we reached it, I could 
not proceed, yet contrary to my father's 
wiſhes, I ſtill reſolved to proſecute my jour- 
ney ; Which by the light of the waning moon, 
we 
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we did the next morning. I was almoſt be. 


numbed with cold, when we reached an 
hovel in the foreſt, where we found the 
board ſpread with plenty, —refreſhed with 
our attendants, and warmed by 'the fire, 
again we ſet forward. 


The ſun had juſt riſen, and throwing his 
ſcanty beams over the frozen ſcene, ſeemed 
to revive nature, that drooped beneath the 
rigour of the ſeaſon ;—the deer leaving their 
coverts, - were brouſing on the moſs, which 
appeared at the roots of the aged trees. 


Every ſtep we advanced recalled ſome 
action of my Lord; here it was the noiſe of 
the cataract firſt daſhed upon our ears, and 
my loved Beauchamp, bid me ſuſtain myſelf 
to its edge.—] hear it no longer,—all is 
changed ;—-loſt in thought the reins dropped 
from my hand, the horſe felt not the reſtrain- 
ing arm, and ſtumbling recalled me ro my- 
ſelf; —ſighing I reſumed the bridle :—we 

= reached 
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reached the ſpot where the ruffians quarrel- 
ling, gave us an opportunity to eſcape. 


The Earl marked my agitation, and lift- 
ing me from horſeback, placed me near a 
fire kindled by our ſervants:—in vain was 
perſuaſion, I peremptorily inſiſted on viſiting 
the cave, tho' the road which led to it was 
impaſſable for horſes, deep with fnow, in 
many places glazed with ice, and ſcarcely 
admitted any footing. —1 felt, as if again in 
father Ambroſe's cell, again I ſhould behold 
him, again ſhould I view my huſband ! 


Accompanied by my father and Jaques, 
or rather ſupported by them,—]1 traced the 
path thro' which my Beauchamp had led me, 
then the page of my brother, and uncon- 
ſcious of my love for him: the cataract, ar- 
reſted in its courſe looked a wall of pure 


chryſtal ;—we reached the cell, the door 
was OPEN, —— 


Matilda, I entered with a heart full of re- 
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collections painfully dear: I hoped to have 
indulged a kind delicious ſorrow, which 
ſooths whilſt it wounds,—T hoped to have 
poured out the anguiſh of my ſoul, at the 


foot of that croſs, —that very croſs, where 
firſt I ſaw Sir William, — where often my 
lover kneeling ſwore his life ſhould end for 
me ;—there I too had knelt, and ſolemnly 3 
vowed,—unleſs united to him, my life ſhould 


be devoted to a convent. 


Matilda, what a ſhock I received, as I 
ſaw without regard to its ſanctity, that croſs 
overthrown, — the earth dug up which form- 
ed the floor, and a large cheſt which was 
evidently the one, deſcribed by Sir William, 
and we came in ſearch of, forced open and 


empty. 


« Oh 'tis done, I exclaimed, unhappy the 
child, thy inheritance is wreſted from thee. ] WA. 
—ah !—and I dropped on my knees, - my 
adored Beauchamp, behold from thy abodes ! „ 
of bliſs, —thy ſad, thy widowed wife; — ſure C= 

thy Do 
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thy ſpirit hovers here, for was it not here, 
that you knew not what name to give the 
oft emotion, which ſwelled at my heart 
here did you declare, that reſtoring me to 
Raby, you would end a life you could not 
endure. Ah! Beauchamp, you ſaw me not 
reſtored to the towers of my fathers be- 


reft of life in a ſtrange land ;—you and 


happineſs left me together.” 


Oh, hear my Prayer, may every,” — 


« Curſe him not, who robbed you of this 
happineſs, ſaid the faithful Jaques, for I 
1-crceive your purpoſe, and ſhook his white 
locks as he knelt by me.“ 


© Oh! no, no, I continued, I will not 
curſe him, for his ſake who hes entombed at 
the mouth of the Tyne, colder than its 


waters ;—for the ſake of Lady St. Aubin, I 
will aot curſe him.” 


« Why ravel of curſes, did not the raſh 
Count d'Aranjeus, curſe his child, the fair 
Donna Thereſa ;—Oh! it deſcends—a father's 


H 2 curſe, 
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curſe, from generation to generation ;— 
avert it, in mercy avert it heaven, from the 
infant who bears his name,—T 'ſpied ſome- 
what on the floor and ſnatching it, thruſt it 


in my boſom.— Worn out by raving, I was 


conveyed from a place which ſeemed to un- 
ſettle my brain, and in a ſtate which ap- 
proached nearly to that I had been in, during 
my voyage from Spain, was flowly conveyed 
back to Raby. 


Here let me pauſe Matilda, I am ſum- 
moned to attend the Court, when I re- 
turn to Fotheringay, I know not, oft ſhall 
I ſigh for its peaceful ſhades, the gay ſcenes 


I muſt mix in, ill ſuits your 
| CICELY- 
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WHY was I called, my Matilda, to aſſiſt 
at ſuch ill ſorted nuptials long ere this 
have you heard of the marriage of Richard 
of Glouceſter, with Ann coheireſs of my 
nephew ;—ah ! my gentle niece, how art 
thou marked, for deſtruction 'tis the union 


of the lamb and the fox. 


Yes, Richard, from thy infancy, thy fro- 
ward ſpirit, has been the bane of thy un- 
happy mother's peace, thou wilt live to be a 


| ſcourge to thy unhappy country, already has 


thy valour,—thy ſpecious arts, gained thee 
with the multitude, a popularity, thou wilt 
not fail to turn to thy own ſelfiſh ends. 


Oh! that theſe ſad eyes, my beloved 
H 3 friend, 
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friend, were ſealed in death ;—Oh! that 1 
may be laid in the ſilent tomb, ere my fears 
are verified, ere again I behold my native 


land, —ſtained, deeply ſtained with the blood 
of her children, | 


But I will reſume my ſtory, and by re- 
tracing times, long paſt, endeavour to lull 
my dread of future evils,—evils I fear eyen 
hanging over my devoted family. 


AFTER leaving the cave, the agitation ! 
had ſuſtained, together with fatigue and 
ſevere cold, threw me into a fever, in the 
delirium of which I raved of Lord Beau— 
champ,—of the Duke of Orleans, —ſome- 
times fancying I beheld my child; then 
ſcreaming with terror, ſaw it wreſted from 
me, and my huſband bathed in blood, ruſh- 
ed ghaſtly before my ſight.— 


My diſorder approached a criſis, the night 
was expected to determine my fate ;—I ſlept 
calmly for ſeveral hours at times, that they 
ſcarce 
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ſcarce thought I breathed ;—awaking re- 
freſhed and perfectly eaſy, I drew back the 
curtain, behind it ſat my ſiſter Jane. —© Am 
I, ſaid I, ſtill here, tied down to this abode 
of leſh,—but I reſt ſatisfied, for ſuch is thy 
will, oh! bleſſed Father, —I will be calm, — 
I will no longer give way to this unavailing 
ſorrow.” 


Jane had been my conſtant attendant, the 
Earl not ſuffering even my mother, to enter 
my apartment, leſt my incoherent ſpeeches 
ſhould inform her, of what had been ſo care- 
fully concealed ;—to Jane my father had ac- 
knowledged ſuch parts of my ſtory, as he 
judged requiſite, with his reaſons for ſecrecy, 


Lady Northumberland had been under a 
neceſſity of quitting Raby, at the beginning of 
my illneſs, but I was viſited by the Earl and 
Counteſs.—The news of my apparent reſto- 
ration, ſpreading through the caſtle, diffuſed 
each face with joy, 
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When my mother left the apartment, after 
her firſt viſit, Jane claſping her arms round 
me, exclaimed; © ah! my ſiſter! what 
have I been the cauſe of your ſuffering ;— 
alas ! till the Earl found it was no longer 
in his power to conceal it from the Coun- 
tels, unleſs he informed me, I was ignorant 
of your various adventures, and thought you 
had been in a convent, ſafe from the cares of 
the world ;—all the woes you have under- 
gone, did they not originate from me ?” 


«© Reproach not yourſelf, my beloved 
ſiſter, let us not repine at the decrees of 
an over ruling providence too long have ! 
murmured, —liſten to the viſion which laſt 
night calmed my mind.. 


Methought I ſtood on the banks of the 
Tees, above the cataract, whoſe waters foam- 
ing down the vaſt rock, almoſt deafened me. 
Oh! I cried, my Beauchamp, my Lord 
Beauchamp, not even death ſhall divide us; 


l leaped from the rock, but ere I reached 
| tine 
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the bottom, was caught by an inviſible 
power. — 


I no longer ſaw the impending rock, I 
had precipitated myſelf from the mazy 
foreſt vaniſhed, and ſhady bowers and ſunny 


glades opened to my view ;—the din of the 


waters no longer aſſailed my ears, but ſoft 
ſtrains of mulic that died adown the breeze; 
Fa form reſembling my Lord appeared, yet 
touched with a kind of heavenly grace ; he 
took my hand,—I felt all my ſorrows vaniſh, 
as he ſpoke in a voice which raviſhed my 
{oul ;—<© Cecaſe he ſaid, my Cicely, thoſe 
repinings, uſcleſs nay wicked, from the 
abodes of bliſs, is thy Beauchamp ſent to 
comfort thee. Know thou art decreed, and 
irreverſible are the decrees of heaven, to 
live many years on the earth, —with patience 
ſuſtain the part allotted ;—the decrees of pro- 
vidence are not more fixt than inſcrutable ; 
—etmbroil not the houſe of thy fathers, with 
mine, —had I reached the ſhores of England, 
a death more painful, yet as ſure, had over- 
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taken me; remember too the Duke of 
Orleans, was but an inſtrument in the hands 
of providence ; had I eſcaped and returned 
to my native land, all the north would have 
been in tumult :—for me the Nevilles, the 
Beauchamps, every noble ally to either fami- 
ly, would have armed their vaſſals; the 
throne of Henry muſt have tottered, at the 
ſoundof our arms;—theland would have been 
deluged with blood; France recovered from 
her wounds would have ſent her hoſts to the 
diſtracted ſcene, and England wounded by 
her own ſons had fallen an eaſy victory.“ 


I looked up, and Sir William Fitzhugh 
approaghed me.—“ My child, ſaid he, the 
inheritance of your infant, lies in Spain, bring 
him not to England; nor lands, nor titles 
wait him there ;—the curſe, the fatal curſe 
of d'Aranjgus, falls on Engliſh blood alone; 
—heavy it falls when on the {lain of but 
that 1 am forbid to ſpeak, I could un{old.”-— 


Liſten to the propoſals by your ſather, re- 
fleck 
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fect on the fin of diſobedience :—the packet 
you found in the cave, ſo long on earth my 
reſidence, preſerve it with care ;—nor open 
it, till you fit in the caſtle of the Beauchamps, 
which overhangs the Tees ;—its owners 
changed, and the dun Bull fitting trium- 
phant on its battlements.“ 


« Oppoſe not, ſaid my Lord, your fate.— 
a long line of princes ſhall deſcend from thee, 
— kings ſhall call thee mother ;—but the 
ſecrets of fururity, muſt be unfolded only 
by degrees.—Give not way to deſpair,— 
with firmneſs ſuſtain the part allotted thee to 
| boa 


Again was the muſic heard, and the viſion 
melted, — no longer I ſaw Beauchamp or Sir 
William,—the groves and ſunny lawns were 
fled, the rapid waters of the Tees, —its rocky 
banks, its thickning foreſt, - and fancy re- 
ſign'd herſelf to reaſon. 


From this moment Jane, I ſhall endea- 
H 6 vour 
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vour to ſuſtain the part allotted me, nor 
give way to deſpair ;—Beauchamp urges me 
—the viſion ſaid, my child's inheritance lays 
in Spain: —ah! too ſure it is not in England; 
ah ! what could be meant, when Sir William 
told me, heavy falls the curſe when on the 
plain, and ſtopt ?—full well, I know the fatal 
curſe of d'Aranjeus, has fallen heavy on the 
Engliſh poſterity of Donna Thereſa; — I was 
bid to liſten to my father's propoſals, nor, 
refuſing, incur the ſin of diſobedience; ah! 
Jane whatever are his commands I will obey, 
however they may militate againſt every 


feeling. 


From this period I recoverd faſt, and with 
my recovery, that bloom of beauty, which 
had cauſcd all the perſecution of the raſh 
Duke of Orleans. 


The Earl, as ſoon as I was able to leave 
my chamber, ſet out for France; where 
Henry then was at the head of his victort- 
ous army. Jane having obtained her father's 

conſent, 
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conſent, went ſoon after for Barking, ac- 
companied by the Counteſs of Weſtmorland, 
in order to commence her novitiate, ſo eager 
was ſhe to quit a world, which no longer 
had any charms for her. 


Sitting one evening with my brothers 
George and Thomas, diſcourſing of many 
little circumſtances, which had happened 
when they and my Lord were boys, (they 
believed he had periſhed in the ſtorm, on 
the ſhores of Cumberland, and oft lamented 
his fall,) with a melancholy pleaſure, was I 
liſtening to tales of his generoſity and noble 
ſpirit; when a loud knocking was heard at 


the gate, it was Sir John Conyers, who 


from the army, was charged with letters to 
me, into whole hands alone would he de- 
liver them ; aflured of their conſequence by 
the importance of the bearer, I withdrew, 
the firſt I opened, was from the gracious 


king himſelf, kindly condoling with me on 
my misfortunes ;—he aſſured me it would 


be impoſſible for want of evidence, to eſta- 
blih 
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bliſh by law, my claims on the title and 


eſtates of Warwick, except by ſtretch of 


power, not warrantable in an Engliſh ſove- 
reign, who ſwears to govern his country by 
its laws ;—you, he continued, my gentle coz, 
would not wiſh to embroil the houſe of 
Lancaſter with their ſubjects, nor are you 
now to learn, my Cicely, how ardently 
Harry of Monmouth wiſhes your happineſs ; 
to procure you which, he has ere now, facri- 
ficed his own;—and is ſtill ready to do ſo, 


Do you wiſh it, —you ſhall rank and bear 
the title, as widow of Lord d'Agincourt ; 
to which I ſhall annex lands in France ;— 
but take not the name or arms of Beau- 
champ, it would bring miſery on you, on 
all allied to you ; in regard to the young 
Count d'Aranjeus, I have explained myſelf 
to the Earl.—I do not forget you my fair 
couſin ;—your friend Lady St. Aubin is a 
widow, her lands own Engliſh ſway, for your 

ſake, I have ſettled them on her, and on her 
| infant 
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infant child.— This was nearly the letter of 
the king. 


My father adviſed me in his letter, to 
conceal my marriage entirely; in Caſtile, he 
ſaid, you were alone known to Katherine as 
Cicely Neville; the ſecret reſts but with 
the king, Lady St. Aubin, Jane and myſelf, 
the prieſt who performed the ceremony is 
dead ; avow not yourſelf the widow of your 
brother's page, for ſuch you muſt by taking 
the offered title; if you reclaim your child, 
relinquiſhing the titles, and immenſe poſſeſ- 
ſions in Caſtile, its birth muſt be traced to 
an herdſman's ſon.— HIow could I bear ?— 
How would the high ſpirit f the Counteſs 
bear 1t ? 


te I have, continued my father, again diſ- 
courſed with the Earl of Warwick,—again 
has he challenged me to produce evidence, the 
chil4 of his brother eſcaped from the Eure ; 
I have, ſays he, ſufficient proof it did not; 
—of what nature Cicely thoſe proofs are, I 
know 
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know not, but on the veracity of Warwick 
I durſt ſtake my life :—blinded indeed by 
the artifices of his mother, true he may be 
deceived ;—gallant and munificent, he reigns 
in the hearts of his numerous vaſſals, who 
have unanimouſly ſworn, to ſpend the laſt 
drop of their blood, in defending their 
Lord's title, againſt all impoſtors ; —I have 
promiſed the Earl not to reſume the ſubject, 
unleſs I could produce proof, what I aſſerted 
was right :—how ſmall my child, is the 
chance of my doing this.” ; 


& Warwick aſked, what intereſt J had in 
the buſineſs ;—my anſwer was, a regard to 
juſtice, and friendſhip for Sir William Fitz- 
hugh ;—theſe alone had prompted me.— Ah, 
replied h:, Weſtmorland, thou whoſe coun- 
{cls, whole prudence have oft reſtrained re- 
| bellion, oft given peace to the north, is thy 
wiſdom fo eafily deceived, what thinkeſt 
thou, —is France to be conquered by the 
nobles of England, turning their arms againſt 
each other ?- no my Lord, here is my hand, 

let 
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let us have done with this fooliſh contention ; 
let us but ſtrive, who beſt ſhall ſerve his 


country; — ho belt ſhall ſupport the gallant 


Henry,—Liſten my child, continued my 
father to thoſe arguments,” 


Ah ! Matilda, what had I to oppoſe to 
them ? true, love for the memory of my 
Lord, and affection for my child, ſtrangely 
urged me to avow myſelf, the widow even 
of my brother's page ;—madneſs I found it 
would be, without any proof to aſſert my 
right, to the title of Warwick ;—but to 
what end, unleſs I could have my child with 
me; was I to do this, taking him from 
Caſtile, his poſſeſſions there, I knew would 
be forfeited ;—but for his ſake, I reſolved to 
quit country and friends ;—I would know 
none as mine but Caſtile, there would I watch 
over my child, my poor loved orphan, and 
to this effect I wrote to my father. 


“ Rely, ſaid he, in anſwer to me, Cicely, 
on my prudence ; believe, I have many and 
various 
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various reaſons, why you muſt not go to 
Caſtile at preſent, but cannot explain them, 
remember if you go, you forfeit for ever a 
a parent's bleſſing ;—alas ! my child, I may 
be tempted to curſe thee.” 


My reſolution to obey, now became as 
ſtrong as love for my child, and I gave up 
in obedience to the Earl's commands, all 
thoughts of viſiting Spain. 


Gilbert, in ſpite of every inquiry could not 
be found, My father had repeatedly aſſured 
me, I muſt be miſtaken in regard to the 
Duke of Orleans, it could not be: true, I 
had not ſeen his face, but his voice, his figure 
who elſe could it be, - no, I was not deceiv- 
ed, he was the murderer of my huſband, 


The Earl now abſent, I ſent the faithful 
Jaques as a ſpy, to where the Duke was con- 
fined, in order that he might introduce 
himſelf to him, and learn if he was ſut- 
tered to be in Spain, when he ought as a 

priſoner 
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priſoner of ſo much conſequence to have 
been cloſely confined ; repreſenting the affair 
to Henry in a formal way, I hoped at leaſt 
he would be fo reſtrained, that I might en- 


joy ſome ſmall degree of revenge, for what 
] had ſuffered. I 

The year of probation expired, and the 
whole family of Neville were aſſembled to 
ſee Jane, take the vows ; — the ſcene was 
ſolemnly ſtriking, but you have been pre- 
ſent Matilda, when a nun was received into 
the holy ſiſterhood, ſo it need not be deſ- 
cribed to you. 


How mild, how chearful was the deport- 
ment, of this noble minded girl: “ to enter, 
ſaid ſhe to me, with a ſteadineſs of voice, 
my Cicely, the abode which the bleſſed Sr. 
Cuthbert, has oft in dreams and viſions 
commanded me to ſeek, is conſolation in- 
deed, — here ſhall my weary ſoul have reſt, 
Be firm, my ſiſter in your duty, reflect on 
the price my diſobedience has coſt, think of 

| the 
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the curſe of d'Aranjeus ; in Caſtile is his deſ- 
cendant ſafe, —ah | let him not quit it for 


England; there unknown dangers wait his 
infant years,” 


This ſpeech pronounced with a dignified 
air, ſo natural to her, ſeemed to me at the 
time prophetic, 


As I claſped the charming nun to my 
heart, and faintly pronounced adieu ;——my 
whole frame ſeemed to ſhudder.— 


When Jane gracefully knelt, and took the 
laſt, the ſolemn vow, all eyes were fixed up- 
on her; thoſe of the Counteſs were dimmed 
with tears ;—now the whole choir of nuns, 
in full concert, made the ſacred roof reſound 
to the harmony of their voices I was ſeat- 
ed according to my age, beneath the Earl 
and Counteſs, I caſt my eyes upon them; 
—ah ! Matilda, almoſt every deſcendant of 
the Earl's was preſent, all attentive to the 


ſcene before them, all ſoftened by the hymn 
if 


Ren 
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of ptaiſe, whoſe ſwelling notes mounted like 
incenſe thro* the holy edifice. 


The ſervice over, the world was cloſed for 


ever from her, who ſeemed born only 1 to 
adorn it. 


With an additional heavineſs at my heart, 
I returned with my parents to Raby ;—the 
Earl now acquainted me, Katherine the 
queen regent of Caſtile had died, ſoon after 
I quitred Spain, =and Don John her ſon, 
was declared of an age to govern ; this my 
father had declined informing me of, till he 
could alſo ſay, that my ſon was protected 
equally as he had been by Donna Katherine; 
this I doubted, as the queen was truly attach- 
ed ro the young Count, and merely as a 
deſcendant of the houſe of Lancaſter, to which 
ſhe was ſo partial, ſhe would have ſhielded 
him from all danger. 


Jaques had been abſent ſome time, yet no 
news had arrived of him; as for Gilbert we 
3 con- 
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conjectured he muſt have been killed by 
robbers, as he had been ſeen a little diſtance 


from Barcellona ; after which no traces could 
be found of him. 


My father was again ſummoned to attend 
the king, and my mother accompanied him 
to the ſouth, where ſhe meant to ſtay ſome 
time ; I begged, and obtained permiſſion to 
remain at Raby ;—my brother Henry was 
left as my guard, although unwillingly, as he 
thought himſelf, defrauded of the laurels, 
which his brothers were gathering in France, 
and longed for an opportunity to prove him- 
ſelf, not unworthy of the heroic name he 
bore, 


The Earl had allowed me, to follow my 
taſte in the erection of a kind of monument, at 
leaſt ſuch I deemed it to the memory of my 
Lord, where I ſpent much of my time the 
building was plain and ſimple, calculated to 
inſpire in the gayeſt mind, a kind of penſive 
ſadneſs, and ſtealing the thoughts from earth, 

| | fix 
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fix them beyond the grave ;—from the front 
of this place, the proſpe& was beautiful, 
overlooking a vaſt tract of country here 
oft I ſat, meditating on my ſad fate, here 
had I collected, whatever once belonged to 
Lord Beauchamp, ſacred from all intruſion 
here, did I weep over my ſorrows, 


It was naw the month of harveſt, plenty 
ſmiled over the land, when a courier arrived 
bringing intelligence, that a band of Scots 
had entered England by the middle marches, 
moſt of them the fierce Galwegians, they 
de ſolated the country with fire and ſword, — 
bending their courſe to Durham. 


The ardent ſpirit of Lord Henry took fire, 
and ſnatching his ſword and buckler he ſwore, 
to lead every remaining vaſſal of the houſe of 
Neville, againſt the perfidious Scots. 


The ſun, the following morning, when it 
roſe on the dun bull, the. enſign of the Ne- 
villes, ſaw my brother at the head of his 
0 TT Troop, 
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troop, ſome miles on their march to the 
north. 


The evening after I had early retired to 
my apartment, and diſmiſſed my damſcl, 
telling her I ſhould not again require her at- 
tendance;—tempted by the beauty of the ſet- 
ting fun; unknown to any one, I left the 
caſtle, and viſited the monument of my 
Lord. 


I ſurveyed the fields ready for the fickle, 
and finking under the load of plenty, or 
cut down and left expoſed to the weather. 


« Ah! I exclaimed, thou deſolating power 
why thus, fetteſt thou man to deltroy each 
other ;—the bleſſings, great Author of 
nature, which thou haſt poured fo plentifully 
out upon us, are left to the change of ſeaſon, 
to be ſlowly gathered, by the aged and fee- 
ble hinds, whilſt the youthful ſwain has beat 
his ſickle into a ſword ;—the found of joy 
which a few nights ago faluted my ears, is 
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no more ;—the rocks and groves reſounded 
to the chearful notes of the fife, and the ſtep 
of the light hearted dancer was heard ;—all 
is now mute and fad :—ah! when ſhall 
this ſtrange enmity ceaſe—when ſhall it be, 
that the ſavage borderers will deſiſt from 
mutual animoſity,” —— 


I bent my ſight to the ſouth, every part of 
the horizon was clear and, unclouded, except 
there a ſmall black cloud ſeemed gathering 
into a ſtorm ;—]I returned into the cell to per- 
form thoſe devotions that were never omit- 
ted when I viſited it; for there I had 
brought the croſs, from the hermitage of Sir 
William, at whoſe foot Lord Beauchamp had 
ſworn his life ſhould be ended for me. A 
violent peal of thunder ſhook the building to 
its foundation. 


I aroſe, and looking out of the door be- 
held from the black cloud, which now over- 
ſpread the whole ſky, ſucceſſive flaſhes of fire 
emitted, the thunder echoed thro” the grove 
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and the rain deſcended in torrents the 
night cloſed thick around, yet I knew no 
one would ſearch for me, none of the dome. 
tics had ſeen me go out; I attempted there- 
fore to go alone to the caſtle, but terrified 
by the war of the contending elements 
returned, reſolving rather to ſtay there till 
morning, than encounter the ſtorm. 


I had with me a dog, (given by the young 
king of Caſtile to Lord Beauchamp, ) during 
my ſad voyage from Spain, it had been my 
companion, nor did ever Lady Douglas de- 
prive me of it, locked in my arms was the 
faithful creature, when I was ſhipwrecked at 
Tinmouth; preſſing it to my boſom I re- 
ſigned myſelf to my fate, picturing a band of 
ruffian ſcots, ready to ſeize me, and no Beau- 
champ now to guard me, I ſtood but a 
moment at the window, before the lightning 
ſtruck me to the ground ;—long I lay 
motionleſs, but recovering a little, ſtill 
heard the thunder, — but leſs diſtinct, —wrap- 


ping my garments over me, I thought J 
would 
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would at leaſt not ſee what fate awaited me; 
the thunder at length ceaſed, the beams of 


the moon irradiated the cell ;—cautiouſly I 


roſe again to the window : the horizon was 
clear, and beſpangled with thouſands of ſtars, 
and the moon calmly failing through the 
heavens in full and unclouded majeſty, the 
bell from the caſtle announced it midnight. 


I began to deliberate what to do, though 
now the night was fine, yet might not ſome 
lurking ruffian make me his prey, my bro- 
ther might not meet the ſcots, already might 
they be at the gates of Raby ; wiſtfully be- 
holding thoſe towers, which I had ſo fooliſh- 
ly quitted ;—my fears were augmented as I 
beheld a tall and ſtately figure, paſs haſtily 
along a path, which was at a little diſtance 
from me, my heart beat with quickneſs, the 
ſtep was that of no vulgar kind I doubted 
my fears were realized, and this was ſome 
{cottiſh chieftain :—yet no, he would not be 
unattended, fire and ſword muſt mark his 
footſteps ;—the moon ſhone full upon him, 


I 2 his 
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his carriage ſeemed fearleſs and undaunted ; 
EI remained as it were rivetted to the ſpot, 


no he was hid from me by the path wind- 


ing amongſt the trees, —yet ſtill I could diſ- 
tinguiſh his firm ſtep ;—a dark cloud croſſed 
the orb of the moon, again it burſt forth, 
the ſame manly form ſtood at the ditch of 
the caſtle, which with a degree of ſtrength 
and agility, I could not have ſuppoſed poſli- 
ble, he leaped, and through a gate I ſcarce 
ever ſaw opened, paſſed into the caſtle. 


A perſon appeared who advanced alſo to 
the moat leading two horſes: wonder, fear 
and almoſt a diſtruſt of my ſenſes, kept me 
with my eyes fixed on the poſtern gate; 
again it opened, and him I had beheld paſs 
through, returned, and leaping again the ditch, 
mounted one of the horſes which ſtood by 
it, then with incredible ſwiftneſs vaniſhed 
from my view.—lI was loſt in conjecture.— 
at length the morning broke in ruddy tints, 
and the riſing ſun ſeemed ſmiling through 


tears. 5 | 
I ſet 


ſet 
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I ſer out on my return to the caſtle; juſt as 
reached it, the bridge was let down and 
all the domeſtics who were left to guard it, 
were croſſing their countenance at ſight of 
me, ſuddenly changed from the dread and 
anxiety marked on them, to pleaſure : my 
damſel miſſing me, every apartment of the 
caſtle had been vainly ſearched, and they 
were now going to ſeek me in the park. 


Ordering my women to watch by me, I 
went, to bed, a crowd of frightful images 
haunted my broken ſlumbers; when I aroſe, 
ſummoning the domeſtics I inquired con- 
cerning what I had ſeen, all ſeemed per- 
fectly unconſcious, all declared they had 
heard no noiſe ;—T proceded to the poſtern 
gate, it did not appear as if it had been late- 
ly opened, but giving orders it ſhould be bet- 
ter ſecured, every corner of the caſtle was 
ſearched, yet no traces could be ſeen, of any 
perſon having been there. 


After ordering as ſtrong a guard to watch 
I 3 the 
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the walls, as the number of the domeſtic; 
would allow, I retired to my apartment, and 
ſeated by a window, which had an indiſtin& 
view of Lord Beauchamp's cell, I began to 
reflect on all that had paſt ; ſure thought I, 
this muſt have been the illuſion of my ſenſcs ! 
and meaſuring as it were, the ditch with 
my eye, ſure it muſt, ho could have leap- 
ed ſuch a width, it was not poſſible.—Was 
I certainly awake ! 


Wearied with conjecture, I ordered my 
women to attend, and ſpent the night anxious 
and ſleepleſs. 


Afraid to venture to my cell, I employed 
the following day, in again ſearching the 
caſtle, the ſervants aſſured me of the utter 
impoſſibility of any perſon leaping the moat; 
and ſeeing the gates locked, I endeavour- 
ed to quiet my fears, and turn my thoughts 
another way, by taking up a latin treatiſe, 
on the immortality of the ſoul ; which the 
Earl my father had given me, at his laſt re- 

turn 
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turn from France :—my women were aſleep 
beſide me, and I had read ſome time, when 
the caſtle bell announcing a late hour, I 
cloſed the book, and ſoftly ejaculated; “ yes 
Beauchamp, we ſhall meet again in the 
world of ſpirits, there thou ſhalt recognize 
thy tardy Cicely, where there is neither 
marrying nor giving in marriage ; yet there 
ſhall we meet, purged from the ills of mor- 
tality, there my loved Lord, no cruel Orleans 
ſhall ſeparate us.” 


I heard a deep ſigh, at the foot of the 
room, I looked up; with his back againſt 
the tapeſtry, and his head reſting on his arm, 
which was laid on the cabinet; with his eyes 
fixed on me, was the Duke oi Orleans, 


Oh Matilda! it was indeed him, no illu— 
ſion, but the bloody murderer of my peace, 


Uttering a loud ſcream, I ſtarted from my 
ſeat, —then fell lifeleſs, —as I recovered l felt 
burſting with horror and indignation, as I 
ſaw him, who had deprived my huſband of 

I 4 life, 
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life, buſied in reſtoring mine; I burſt from 
him, and covering my eyes, cried in an 
agony of grief and rage: * Be gone, I con- 
jure you, be gone,—as I look on you my 
brain turns to madnels,” 


ce Wretched Orleans, he exclaimed, art 
thou indeed ſo hated!” 


„ Yes, I replied, I hate thee even with 


more ardour, than I loved Lord Beau- 
champ. 


« Yet hear me Cicely, interrupting me 
with quickneſs, I conjure you to hear me.“ 


I ſcreamed aloud for help. © In vain is 
all this agitation, —exhauſt not thus your 
ſpirits, the damſels have had a drug given 
them, of power ſufficient to lull a Cerberus 
to ſleep.” 


Regardleſs of the Duke's admonitions, I 
ſtill called for aſſiſtance, 
| & Again 


—— - . 
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« Again I aſſure you, ſaid he, this is need- 
leſs, you are now, Cicely, perfectly in my 
power.” 


« So was I in the caſtle of Bidet, I re- 
plied, with ſpirit, there did providence de- 
liver me out of your hands, ſo do I truſt it 
will again,” 


« Thoſe hopes, he rejoined, are in vain, 
here 1s no one to deliver you.” 


« What, thou ſtain to thy race, I cried, 
would you brave,—inſult me, beneath the 
roof of my father?“ 


«© Ceaſe, ceaſe Cicely, and liſten to 


»”» 


me ä 


« Never, never, I replied, I will not liſ- 
ten to thee, tis treafon to my loved Lord, 
to breathe the ſame air,—'tis ſacrilege ;—his 
murdered ſpirit, yes the pure ſpirit of my 
huſband, from his abode of bliſs, looks 

I 5 down 
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down on me with reproach ; he bids——,” 


The prince laid his hand on my mouth, 
« rave no longer, he exclaimed, thou fair 
arbiter of my fate, for by heaven you ſhall 
be mine, on any terms ;—too late may you 
repent this ſcorn.“—I took my hands from 
before my eyes, I caſt them on the Duke; J 
was terrified into ſilence, I felt myſelf in his 
power; his looks too plainly told me what 
had to dread ;—he threw himfelf at my feet. 


- « Orleans, he ſaid, kneels; liſten then, Cice- 

ly, to what he urges, —for what is it you 
thus hate ?—did, in Bidet, where I reigned 
ſole maſter, my ardent paſſion ever outſtep 
the bounds you preſcribed, —ever infringe 
on the delicacy of your ſituation ?—anſwer me 
quick ?” 


« True] own it, my Lord.“ 


e Did I not, ke continued, make pro- 


poſals to you, befitting a princeſs of Eng- 
land?“ 
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« Were not, Orleans, thoſe propoſals in- 
ſults, were you not then married, and did 
not I reject them?“ 


« Yes Cicely, true you rejected, yet as 
you tyed round me at parting, the ſcarf I 
was ſo proud of ;—had I then not cauſe to 
hope: —ah! Cicely, it led to my deſtruction, 
with it I nouriſhed a paſſion, which has 
made me brave danger in various ſhapes, 
which has driven me almoſt, nay will drive 
me to madneſs, —cruel girl, yet you fled 
from me, from Bidet, with a baſe born 


hind,” 


C Good heavens, do I live, I cried, to 
hear Lord Beauchamp called baſe born, 
—mighty God do I ſurvive, yet view his 
murderer ;—ah | that my eyes had power to 
ſtrike thee dead,” | 


The Duke roſe, © true is it, he exclaim- 
ed, I killed him, did not his preſumption 
merit a leſs glorious death ;—but were he, 

5 + 
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as you call him an Engliſh baron, did it be- 
fit him, to rival a prince of France, whoſe 
- lilies muſt, however depreſſed, till riſe 
triumphant :—-know Cicely I glory in the 
deed ;—the fates decree you mine, and mine 
alone,” he threw his arms round me,—1 
broke violently from the graſp. 


« Then hear me, he ſaid, fair Neville, 
hear me ſpeak, — do you liſten ?” 


I was terrified by his manner. © I do 
liſten Orleans,” I replied, 


I repeat then, he ſaid, my offer, will 
you conſent to be Dutcheſs of Orleans, I can 
now make you ſo.” 


© Never,—Hear me ſolemnly ſwear, I 
never will be your wife, — never ſhall Cicely 
be the Dutcheſs of Orleans, — what, ſhall the 
wretched widow of Lord Beauchamp, wed 
his murderer ;—Jjoin her hand to that yet 
recking with her huſband's blood :—oh ! dif- 

traction, 


CICELY OF RABY. 181 


traction, rather, let a grave deep as the 
foundations of the earth, be dug to hide her 
from the view of him, whoſe ſword robbed 
her of happineſs.“ 


« Retract, ſaid the Duke haſtily, thoſe 
raſh reſolves, well I know your ſex, fickle 
and changeable, yet your affections well J 
know, wait on the brave and the gallant; and 
ſpurn at thoſe who ſtoop and vainly ſue for 
love ; dally then no longer with a paſſion, 
not to be controuled ;—yes, Cicely, you force 
me to ſay, you do but diſſemble, when you 
tell me that you hate ;—for your ſake, re- 
fleft to what dangers do I expoſe myſelf, 
think already what has Orleans done for 
you ;—do you count it nothing, to defy * 
Lewis the Dauphin? to threaten, that for you 
I would have turned my arms againſt France? 
but why ſhould 1 delay, my attendants 
wait?“ —ſo ſaying he lifted me in his arms, 
whilſt amazed and terrified I ſcarce attempt- 
ed to reſiſt, 


; We 
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Me deſcended a private ſtaircaſe, which 
led to the foot of one of the towers, the 
Duke lifting a trap door, we entered a paſſage 
which I knew led to the outer ſide of the 
moat, being dug beneath it; beyond this 
paſſage we found a perſon who held two 
horſes, on one of which I was mounted be- 
fore the Duke; we proceeded till we came 
to the cell of Lord Beauchamp, to this ſpot 
I was near lifeleſs, but the ſight of it daſhed 
a ſudden horror into my ſoul, invigorated my 
ſpirit, and I threw myſelf from him. 


« Cruel Orleans, I cried, here ſhall the 
wretched Cicely die, no force ſhall drag 
me hence alive,—quick unſheath that ſword, 
ſtained with blood, infinitely ' dearer to me 
than what runs in giddy tides round this 
ſad heart, —haſte Orleans, ſet me free from 
this load of life.” 


The Duke was at my ſide, puſhing with 
all his ſtrength at the door, the feeble bars 


gave way, he carried me in;—the taper 
which 


mand nn ammo A' a om . oo 1 


CICELY OF RABY. 133 


which burnt on the table, before my patron 
ſaint diffuſed a dim ſhade of light, the prince 
ſtarted as he viewed the ſolemn apparatus of 


woe ;—then recovering himſelf, cried as he 


ſhut the door, © here are we ſafe, this ſeems 
no place for the living, — no longer ſhall 1 
beg and ſue haughty dame,” — 


He claſped me to his boſom, with an air 
which bordered on frenzy, I felt as if inſpired 
with new ſtrength, and ſnatching his dagger, 
burſt from him, and ran to the other ſide of 
the cell; I raiſed my arm, the point of the 
dagger was at my boſom ;—it was ſnatched 
from me, I turned, — the weapon dropped 


from my graſp, when behold, as if ſent from 
heaven to aid me, Jaques. 


« Oh! ſhield me, I cried throwing my 
arms round him, thou faithful follower of 
thy maſter's fortune,” 


« Be comforted Lady, have I not ſworn, 
my lite ſhould be ended in your ſervice ?” 


184 CICELY OF RAR. 


The Dake ſeized the dagger, and aimed 
a blow at Jaques, take, he cried, ſaucy knave, 
the reward of thy preſumption. 


I threw myſelf before him, ſtrike ſaid I 
here, but reverence thoſe hoary locks. 


Know you not, my Lord, exclaimed my 
venerable preſerver, Jaques, whom when a 
little boy you loved, whom your father, the 
noble prince of Orleans loved; behold me, 


look on me, ſent as it were from the 


dead, I am the meſſenger to bring thee 
tidings, thou couldſt not dream of, who 
warns thee from perſecuting her, thy father 
loſt his life to guard ;—prepare yourſelf for a 
tale moſt wonderful, which as I relate muſt 
enforce your attention ;—you recollect my 
Lord, this writing ?” 


« Yes, ſaid the Duke, taking the letter, 
tis that of my father.” 


« Read then my Lord,” Whilſt peruſing 


it, 


it, 
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it, the countenance of the prince underwent 
various changes. 


© Speak, he cried, how is this ?—art 
thou indeed ſent from the dead, to warn me, 
my father bids me ceaſe to perſecute Lady 
Cicely, to be reconciled to the houſe of 
Burgundy.” —The Duke ſtopped, he trem- 


bled.—< Speak, he continued, torture me 
not with ſuſpenſe, my father died, —long 


before I knew Lady Cicely,—how could he 
know of his aſſaſſination, how of my wiſhed 
revenge on the Duke of Burgundy ?” 


e Know then, my Lord, ſaid Jaques, the 
Duke long ſurviving his aſſaſſination, loſt his 
life on the ſhores of England; yes my gracious 
maſter ſwore to defend her you ſo ſtrangely 
perſecute, for his ſake will I ſpend the laſt 
drop of my blood, for the Lady Cicely ;— 
ſtrike then at once this aged boſom, whoſe 
heart when it ceaſes to beat, then alone will 
forget its duty to the houſe of Orleans.” 


Lady 


— 


_ — — 2 Cy 
. . — - 
- > * — — — — — > Hf Ut thn oe AG Aol — . 
— * — — — 8 — - . — K Tb — — — - * 
8 — = o-- - 0 £ — — — 
1 — - __ b - e Fog 
= : 2 — - 


186 CICELY OF RABVY. 


Lady Cicely is encompaſſed by a band of 
friends, who attend to convey her back to 
the caſtle of her father.“ Yet you ſtrike 
not my Lord, —I conjure you, Lady, on my 
knees for his ſake, who reſcued you from 
the jaws of death, deliver not his ſon, to the 
juſtice this attempt deſerves oh ſuffer him 
to go unmoleſted.“ ; 


« Guide me, I faintly cried, my friend, 
ah ! why is the ſon of the Duke of Orleans, 
my Beauchamp's murderer, how, how ſhall 
I ſeparate the idea ;---yet bear him to Raby, 
as the ſon of my preſerver, as Monſieur 
Bidet, there ſhall he be ſafe, though the 
haughty perſecutor of the daughter of Welt. 
morland, though the murderer of Lord Beau- 
champ. | 


The door opened, ſome well known faces 
appeared, who ſupported me to Raby whilſt 
the Duke followed, on whoſe ſtrongly mark- 
ed countenance ſa: a mixture of wonder, 


ſhame and grief,—We entered the. caſtle, 
ſtill 4 
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{till were my damſels buried in ſleep.— l 
threw myſelf on my couch, and reſted till 
morning. S 


From Jaques I begged to know, what he 
had learnt concerning the Duke :—after 
many ſearches, and in various diſguiſes viſit- 
ing numberleſs caſtles, he at length had found 
him, at a houſe of Lady Warwick, in 
Leiceſterſhire, from whence he traced him to 
the neighbourhood of Barnard-caſtle,—at 
night fall yeſterday, he had ſeen him ſet out, 
attended by a ſingle perſon on horſeback, 
their courſe appeared bent for Raby; follow- 
ing he had railed, as he went, the vaſſals, who 
yet remained at home;—with them he pro- 
ceded, till he came to the caſtle, when he 
ſaw again the Duke and his attendant on 
horſeback ; as he advanced, he perceived a 
woman mounted before the Duke;—nor 
doubted it was me: he had ſeen us enter the 
cell, and as he approached the perſon who 


held the horſes, gallopped off; nor was it in 


their power to overtake him Jaques alſo 
| in- 
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informed me of his having told my domeſtics, 
that Monſieur Bidet had affiſted in my reſ-. 
cue, and that the villain who had made the 
attempt, had eſcaped, The letter, he con- 
tinued, which I gave the Duke, was wrote 
by my gracious maſter whilſt in Scotland, in 
caſe I ſhould ſurvive, and ſee his ſon, whom 
I here briefly informed of all I knew re- 
garding the Duke, Sir William Fitzhugh, 
Lord Beauchamp, and you my dear miſtreſs, 


Touched with a ſincere, tho' late repen- 
tance, he deeply deplores his crimes, he 
begs you will grant this one, this laſt requeſt, 


allow him at your feet to inform you, how 


he has been deceived, how he had been led 
to commit crimes, for which he dare not aſk 
your forgiveneſs; by what artifice he has 
been made, to heap miſery on his head and 
yours.—Oh! Lady, for his father's ſake 
grant this requeſt.” 


ee Tes, Jaques, replied I, for his ſake he 
is ſafe, —let him fly, —yes inſtantly fly, leſt 
Il change 


— S— — 8 8 al 


CICELY OF RABY. 139 


I change my reſolves, —leſt vengeance over- 
take him:—never will I behold him, tell him 
he is my only oe, - my deadly enemy,—the 
bane of all my hopes.—Go, Jaques, go, tell 
him thus, Hand thus ſays Cicely, - the widow- 
ed wife of Lord Beauchamp.“ 


Soon the Duke's ambaſſador returned, 
« pardon, O! pardon, Lady, he ſaid, this 
interview, but the Duke bids me fay, he 
has ſomewhat to impart, which is of conſe- 
quence to you to be informed of.” 


« Aga I tell you, ſaid I, with an haughty 
tone of impatience, I will not, cannot ſee him; 
let ſeas and mountains, let the whole earth 
divide us.” -I left the hall where I was, and 
retired, greatly agitated, to my apartment, 
giving orders, no meſſage, no letter was to be 
brought me; I reſolved in the evening to 
mount the turret of one of the towers, in 
hopes to diſcover ſome meſſenger from my 
brother Henry, for whoſe return I began to 
be very anxious, 
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I opened my door, I ſtarted, Orleans was 
leaning againſt the wall, I would have cloſed 
the door and retreated, but he knelt to pre- 
vent me. | 


« Hear me!—Oh ! hear thou injured 
woman ;—alas ! Cicely, you know not what 


you do.“ 


c No, Orleans I will not hear you, dare 
you ſtill inſult me, how long ſhall you do it 
with impunity ? — 


& Alas! then you will not liſten to me, I 
aſk but to be heard, I aſk not your forgive- 
neſs, —ſhall I die, and vou believe me even 
more guilty than I am ?—Oh ? Cicely, my 
ſoul revolts, it ſickens at your ſcorn, it will 
not, cannot bear your hatred long.” 


What ſayeſt thou, have I not cauſe to 
hate, I will not liſten to thee longer; fly, 
inſtantly fly, I bid thee,” | 


« Tn 
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In this, I will not, cannot obey,—I will 
not cannot quit Raby, till you hear me.“ 
The Duke was riſing, and I fled into ano- 
ther apartment, from whence J heard Jaques 
long in vain perſuading him to retire. 


Think you Matilda, this night was ſpent 
in ſleep, in eaſy and peaceful dreams ;—ah, 
no, no, it was paſt in agitation, in heartfelt 
uneaſineſs ;—as it drew towards morning, I 
went into an adjoining apartment, whoſe 
window looked into the inner court of the 
caſtle, a light in an oppoſite window ſtartled 
[ me; it ſhewed me the Duke ſeated at a table 
5 writing ;—now he roſe, and traverſed the 
1 | apartment with haſty ſteps, —the. morning 

dawncd I ſaw him open his caſement, he 
1! I ſcemed to ſigh :—afraid he might fee me, I 
returned to my chamber, and ſoon heard a foot 
beneath my window, it was the prince, his 
o looks pale and diſordered, his hair looſe and 
y, I diſhevelled, with an unequal pace, he tra- 
verſed a few minutes back and forward ; then 
ſet off at full ſpeed, the road he had taken 


the 
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the preceding night; — again I ſaw him ſtop, 
but quickly loſt ſight of him, amidſt the 
trees. 


Though Jaques repeatedly begged for ad- 
mittance during the day, I refuſed ;—yet a 
kind of diſquiet took poſſeſſion of me; ſure 
I was wrong, perhaps what the Duke had to 
ſay, might nearly concern me; was I not too 
obſtinate,—yet how was it poſſible I could 
ſee him. 


The ſetting ſun gilt each turret of Raby, 
and threw its radiance over hill and dale, I 
will go thought I, as I walked haſtily to the 
door of my apartment, to the monument ot 
my Lord, there will I endeavour to collect 
my thoughts;—I had ordered before this, 
no one to enter my preſence, and unlocking 
the private gate out of which J generally 
went, took my way with my eyes bent up- 

on the ground, looking up I ſpied the Duke 
thrown on a bench l ſcreamed and would 
have retreated, but he threw himſelf before 
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« Wretch, ſaid he, that I am, you hate, 
you deſpiſe, the unhappy Orleans, whoſe 
life is become inſupportable to himſelf ;— 
deliver me, I aſk no other boon, from this 
load of miſery, avenge at once Lord Beau- 
champ, glut your hatred with my blood, 
already at my heart fits a dagger more ter- 
rible than the wound this can inflict ; pre- 
ſenting me with his ſword, and bareing, as 


he Ewan his e « ſtrike Cicely, defer 
it not.” 


« Leave, Oh! leave me, I faintly cried, 
as I ſunk on the ſeat he had riſen from, for 


; the ſake of your father, that noble prince, I 
i fain would not curſe thee.” 

55 cc 91 for his ſake then condeſcend to 
5 || hear me.” 

y 

j cc Quit me, I cried, depart whilſt yet in 


Id your Power m brother will return ;—ah | 


4 what will be the iſſue of this, I know not!“ 
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I aroſe, throwing himſelf at my feet, he 
exclaimed in an agony of deſpair, “ let all 
your race riſe againſt me; let Harry of Mon- 
mouth again meet me face to face, I flinch 
not ;—for Cicely, I dare all, nor ſhall aught 
drive me from Raby, till ſhe hears me.” 


e Why thus haunt, thus perſecute me? I 
ſaid, burſting into tears, again ſhall I never 
know happineſs ; alas it died at Barcellona, 
cruel, cruel Orleans, with my huſband.” — 


The Duke haſtily roſe, © then Cicely you 
refuſe me this laft ſatisfaction, refuſe to hear 
what is of conſequence ſufficient to have 
made you liſten with attention, even to me, 
—but be it ſo,—no more ſhall Orleans in- 
trude on you.” — With hurried ſteps he took 
the road which led to the caſtle, leaving me 
ina ſtate of almoſt annihilation ; I dried the 
tears which flowed down my cheeks, 


The Duke, thought I, is gone to Raby, 
in order to leave it to night; returning there 
I will 
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I will fend to him, I will conſtraining 
myſelf, hear what he has to ſay, perhaps it 
may concern the life of my father. Oh! I 
am culpable, very culpable indeed; ſure my 
brother will return to night, I will then ſet 
about this painful taſk without delay; riſing, 
I walked a few paces, ſcare conſcious which 
way I went, but overcome by my agitation, 
I found myſelf not able to proceed, I had 
wandered out of the path, and threw my 
wearied body on a ſeat, which ſtood beneath 
the ſhade of an yew tree; there incapable 
of moving, in a ſtate which ſeemed almoſt a 
ſuſpenſion of exiſtence, did I fee the laſt 
beauties of the ſun, gleam over the graſs ; 
then nought remained of its radiance, but the 


golden cloud behind, under which it had 
dropt into the ocean. 


I muſt indeed go I thought, and made an 
effort to riſe, my dog barked, I looked 
round but ſaw nothing; * go, ſaid I, you 
little fool, why thus needleſsly alarm me?“ 
Again he barked ; it was no needleſs alarm, 
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the, Duke of Orleans appeared, his dreſs dit- 
ordered, his countenance wearing a kind of 
frantic air, bordering on deſperation : I 


ſcreamed with terror. 
* 


« Tis true indeed Cicely, he exclaimed 
with quickneſs, I know you hate me, nor 
want I this freſh proof to aſſure me of it ; 
long ſince did you refuſe, ſaid he ſighing, 
to ſhare the then brilliant fortunes of the 
powerful Duke of Orleans—now a priſoner, 
I wonder not, you deſpiſe him, his ſun of 
glory is ſet for ever; alike unfortunate in 
all his undertakings, in the grave alone 
ſhall he reſt in quiet; alike ſhall the clay of 
England be heaped on father and fon, alike 
ſhall their lives be ended for you: I have 
brought ſaid he, preſenting me with a bundle of 
papers from beneath his veſt, all I could be- 
queath; enjoy it undivided with him you hate; 
tis all the atonement left me to make; there 
alio will you ſee, what had you allowed, I 
would have myſelf revealed to you.—Yet it 
remains to ſeal my veracity ; yet, it remains 


to 


CICELY OF RABY, 197 


to evince the love, you ſo long have ſcorn- 
ed; to ſhew you, I cannot live beneath your 
hatred; to ſhew you, Cicely, what ſuch a ſoul 
is capable of, when driven as I am to deſ- 
pair; thus, thus my Cicely, I do it:“ plung-- 
ing as he ſpoke, a dagger into his boſom, 
he ſunk at my feet. 


I ſcreamed aloud, then fell into a. con- 
vulſive kind of fit, and in this ſtate lay ſome 
time; till recovering a little, I heard the 
hallowing of many people, whom I found 
ijought me ;—each winding, each building 
caught the ſound and echoed back my name; 
I raifed myſelf on the body of the Duke, and 
faintly but alas too faintly, cried, “ here is 
Cicely whomyou ſeek,” 


T loſt the ſound of the ſteps, the voices 
died upon the breeze. The night had cloſed 
over us, it was dark, very dark, a thick 
miſt involving earth and ſky, had fallen heavy 
on me, my garments were drenched in rain 
and blood, | 
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A deep, a dying groan from the Duke, 
convinced me he ſtill lived ;—I took his 
head, and laid it on my knee, and in this 
poſture ſupporting him, who had cauſed me 
ſo much miſery ; who for my ſake, had thus 
madly ſacrified himſelf,— till I heard the 
alarm bell ſound at Raby. 


The wood ſoon ſhone with the light of 
torches, one ſeemed to approach, I would 
have ſpoke, but ſpeech was denied me; the 
light paſſed behind the yew tree, emerging 
again, the filver locks of Jaques reflected 
its grateful beams, he was praying as he went, 
for my ſafety ; I half aroſe, then fell extend- 
ed over the body of the prince, who yet had 
life ſufficient to give utterance to a heavy 
groan which reached the ears of the faithful 
ſervant of his houſe; returning he viewed 
with horror, all that remained of Orleans. 


cc Alas! exclaimed he, has that raſh, that 


headſtrong youth, at length deprived, the 


beſt the lovelieſt Lady in the world of life, 
himſelf 
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himſelf too? Oh! miſery! miſery! he con- 
tinued, as he bent over us, that my old 
age ſhould be prolonged to view this.” 


He ſaw I ſtill breathed, he raiſed and 
poured ſome cordial down my throat ;—1 
began to recover, — pointing to the Duke, 
he aſked, © who had done the fatal deed ?” 


« Himſelf, I replied, in a fit of frantic 
deſpair, yet he till lives, get aſſiſtance.— 
bear him to Raby :—Oh! ſave him gracious 
heavens, ſpare him, this added fin, let him 
not be his own executioner.“ 


I knelt by him, his pallid looks ſeemed 
to ſay all aſſiſtance was vain, and that the 
clay of England, muſt indeed be thrown alike 
on father and ſon. 


He lifted his eyes, and threw them with 
a dying look upon me, then again cloſed 
them: whilſt his cold clammy hand, preſſed 
mine with a convulſive ſtart, -Warned by 
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the ſignals from the caſtle, a number of peo- 
ple approached to whom Jaques called: 


« Here, ſaid I, behold ye faithful vaſſals, 
Lady Cicely ; in defending her, Monſieur 
Bidet has received a fatal wound, bear him 
to Raby but bear him with caution.” 


It was dawn of day, when I arrived at 

Raby ; at whoſe gates I ſtood, till the Duke 
paſt through; his manly form lay ſtretched 
on a kind of bier; from his fide trickled the 
blood, which had dyed his garments of a 
ſanguine hue : the torches caſt a ſickly light 
as they yielded, to the approach of day, yet 
ſhewed the features of the prince changed to 
the pale and livid calm of death, his long 
hair diſhevelled, half concealed his face, and 
his graceful limbs lay without motion. 


He was attended to his chamber by Jaques, 
who perfectly underſtood ſurgery. 


I ſpent ſome hours in a ſtate of ſuſpence 
at 
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at length Jaques appeared ; the wound he 
ſaid was deep and dangerous, yet it had not 
touched the vital parts. The ſeaſon was 
favourable—the Duke ſaid he is young; we 
will not deſpair ; the bleeding 1s ſtanched, but 
life ſeems ſlowly to reviſit his frame, try my 
dear Lady to compoſe yourſelf, endeavour 
to get ſome reſt, after which I will viſit you, 
and conſult what ſteps muſt be taken againſt 
Lord Henry's return from the borders. 


With languid ſteps I entered my chamber, 


my eyes caught the mirror, and I. ſtarted 


with terror : my hair diſhevelled and wet 
with dew, hung lank over my ſhoulders ; my 
countenance was pale and diſtained with 
blood, and my garments were rent in divers 
places. 


As I unfaſtened my girdle, I found ſtuck 
into it, the large bundle of papers the Duke 
had given me l threw them on the table, 
lay there, ſaid I, ye teſtimonies of his peni- 
tence, of his —— 1 was going to add, 
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love; but ſighing began to undreſs, yet 
thought I, this muſt be open'd, it contains what 
the prince was ſo anxious to reveal, what I 
ſo obſtinately refuſed to hear. | 


Taking up the packet, I ſhuddered on 
looking at the ſeal, turning to the ſuperſcrip- 
tion, a tear I ſaw had blotted it: yes, the 
haughty Duke had wept, it was ſprinkled 
too with his blood, my name was covered 
by it. | 


Oh thought I, this is indeed ominous, and 
I ſhook with horror as the packet fell from 
my hand ;—I called my women, whom be- 


fore I had diſmiſſed, and bade them watch in 
my apartment. 


When I aroſe, Jaques was ſent for, «© The 
Duke he ſaid, was ſcarcely able to arti- 
culate a ſingle word, through extreme weak 
neſs; yet ſeemed ſenſible, and had taken ſome 
trifling nouriſhment:—relying on his {kill and 
fidelity, I begged he would take the entire 
charge of him. | 
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The following morning Jaques informed 
me, his patient had in a low voice inquired 
for me, and with difficulty could be perſuad- 
ed I was well, 


I began to fear much for the ſafety of my 
brother, and his little troop, which had been 
ablent now ſeveral days, and ſpent ſome time 
in watching the road. A courier arrived the 
following day, which bid me expect Lord 
Henry's return; this as I reflected on the ſitua- 
tion of the prince, filled me with freſh uneaſi- 
neſs: to Jaques I imparted my fears.— 


« Alas, I cried, ſhould it be known the 
Duke is at Raby with me, will not the 
king, the generous, the noble Henry ſuſ- 
pect me of deceiving him? Ah! ſhould 
he die, what new miſery muſt await me, 
wretch that I am, what both father and 
ſon to die for thee ?—ſhall I try to 
conceal his real quality by a mean in- 
terment, — no it ſhall not be Jaques that two 
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Dukes, two princes for me ſhould be de- 
prived of obſequies, ſuited to their high rank. 


Will not the french loudly demand, what 
has become of their gallant prince, then 
ſhall it be known I was the fatal cauſe of his 
death ;—whither, ah! whither ſhall I fly, no 
longer in Caſtile rules my Couſin Katherine,” 


It was, Jaques told me, but by uſing my 
name, the Duke could be brought to ſuffer 


life, repeatedly having torn the dreſſings 


from the wound, and that he feared each 
moment to be his laſt, to ſuch weakneſs had 
the loſs of blood reduced him. 


In vain, did this faithful creature endea- 
vour to conſole me, in vain pointed out the 
neceſſity of my compoſing myſelf, ere my 
brother's return. Reſtleſs and uneaſy I wan- 
dered from one apartment to another, with- 
out knowing which way I went: paſling 
through the gates of the caſtle, I mounted 
an eminence which looked to the north, 


but 
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but no banner of the Nevilles met my ſight; 
I returned to my chamber, —ah, ſaid I, he 
ſhall die, he has to go to the grave, with all 
his crimes unatoned for. 


I toek the key of my cabinet, and with a 
trembling hand unlocking it, found the 
packet which I had depoſited there: this then 
ſaid I, was the atonement thou wouldſt make, 


true it was all thou couldſt; yet didſt thou 


think, the rich domains of the houſe of 
Orleans, could compenſate for him you flew, 
and calm the miſeries of his wretched widow. 


4 


Ah! no, — blood for blood, it is written, 
an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.—I 
turned over the packet, the ſanguine drop 
again met my view; I caſt my eyes to 
heaven, as ſupplicating mercy ;—claſping 
my hands, the paper dropped from them 
as I ejaculated. 


« Yes that law is fulfilled, the blood of 
Orleans has been ſhe at the feet of Cicely ; 


What ! 
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what ! could it be love, that has cauſed 
this complicated miſery; ah no! no, it can- 
not be love, I pauſed;—no, I reſumed, love 
is gentle, it ſeeks but the happineſs of its 
object, was not my loved Beauchamp, gen- 
tle as the mild gales of ſpring, when breath- 
ing over the new- opened bloſſoms, was not 
his courage exerted but to protect. 


Oh no! the Duke loves me not, he ſeeks 
but his own gratification, regardleſs whom 
he wounds by his raſnneſs.— Again I pauſed, 
ſighing and took up the letter. The Duke 
faid I, turning to break the ſeal, never knew 


controul ;—for me has he ſuffered much, 


for me has he plunged into crimes, he would 
not have otherwiſe encountered: hy did I 


not hear him ?—ah why, muſt his blood reſt 


upon me: I broke the ſeal, but at that 
moment was informed my brother was ap- 
proaching. 


At tne outer gate I met him, the horns 
ſeemed to ſound gaily, and the dun bull 
fluttered 
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fluttered on the banners, I thought trium- 
phant; yet I marked a penſive ſadneſs on 
the countenance of Lord Henry, which 
agreed not with thoſe tokens of conqueſt ; 
ordering his attendants to be all entertained 
in the large hall he accompanied me into the 
caſtle, when he proceeded to inform me, he 
had croſſed the Tyne near Hexham, ex- 
pecting every ſtep they took, was to bring 
them near the ravagers, marching till mid- 
night they were advanced a conſiderable way, 
into the wilds of Northumberland, when, ſet- 
ting a watch, they encamped for the remain- 
der of the night; the few inhabitants had 
fled at their approach, and the news that a 
band of ſcots, after ſcouring the weſtern, 
were returning by the eaſtern borders reach- 
ed Sir John Neville, then warden of the 
weſtern ;—who happened to be at the Caſtle 
of Werk :—haſtily gathering what force was 
at hand, he ſet out to meet them each party; 
advanced with braced bows and met, 


But how great was the warden's ſurpriſe, 


when 
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when he ſaw and embraced the youthful 
Lord Henry, who with his troop proceed- 
ed to Werk, in order to refreſh themſelves 
after their haſty march ;—the ardent Henry 
learnt he was deceived ; all was peace on the 
borders; though he had cauſed an alarm, it 
was the only one for ſome months 7 had 
known. 


The following day to entertain him, was 
fixed for a hunting match; they, met with a 
party of ſcots, neither ſide would yield; Lord 
Henry was inflamed with rage at his ſo need- 
leſs journey, and was the firſt to give a blow; 
overpowered by numbers he was taken by 
thoſe ſcots, he had ſo ardently longed to 
ſignalize himſelf againſt, 


How was he then mortified, often giving 
proofs of ineffectual valour, to find himſelf a 
priſoner, to find himſelf in this ſituation, to the 
ſworn foes of his name, to the fierce Lady 
Douglas. She ordered him to a dungeon, 


which admitted not a ray of light. 
Fatigued 


bus GW . WT 


ws „ 


CICELY OF RABY. 209 


Fatigued with his hunting, and quick 
march to the borders, he threw himſelf on 
his ſtraw, and fell aſleep ; but waked with the 
grating of the ſtrong bolts, which ſecured 
the dungeon, and ſtarting laid hold of his 


word, which Lady Douglas had overlook- 
ed. ] 


Recommending himſelf to heaven, he re- 
ſolved to ſell his life dearly, for he doubted 
not but his execution was ordered by his 
remorſeleſs goalor, at that ſolemn hour. 


Standing in an attitude to ſtrike, whoever 
entered, he ſaw the maſſy door turn ſlowly 
on its hinges; it was opened by no grim 


viſaged villain, but the fair form of Agnes 


Douglas burſt on his view :—ſhe had beheld 
Lord Henry with looks of pity, as her furi- 


ous mother, ordered him to priſon, and 


ſpite of its gloom, thoſe looks had irradiated 


it. The ſword of my brother, ſlunk into 


its ſcabbard, as the beauteous viſion ap- 
proached. 


Her 
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Her dreſs was the plaided garments of her 
country, apparently wrapped round her in 
haſte, ſhe held them with one hand, whilſt 
the other bore a light ;—her bright yellow 
locks, hung in all the artleſs negligence of 
nature, in full ringlets down her ſlender waiſt, 
— her fair face and neck, (which ſeemed al- 
moſt to ſhew the blood, as it rolled through 
her azure veins,) were ſuffuſed with a roſy 
bluſh, as ſhe raiſed her eyes from the ground, 
and threw them on the damp walls; and then 
on the gallant youth, who ſtruck with awe had 
dropped on his knee, to the lovely form 
which thus diſpelled his ſlumbers. 


C Ah! ſaid ſhe, with a ſoft voice, rife 
quickly, and follow me, ill does ſuch a lodg- 
ing befit you.” 


« Whilſt you fair nymph permit me to 
gaze on you, 'tis a gilded palace to Neville, 
replied my brother.” 


« Alas, my Lord, ſaid the fair Agnes, I 
| tremble 
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tremble whilſt I ſay, your life 1s not ſafe : 
purpoſely were you I know decoyed to the 
borders, though I know not what was the 


cauſe ; purpoſely were the retainers of my 


mother yeſterday ſent out armed ;—what do 
I dare ?P—what would I not dare? to fave 
you: perhaps even you may ſay, in ſo do- 
ing I have forgot my ſex's reſerve, will you 
then deſpiſe the hand, that gave you liberty—? 
yet you will, and Agnes will be doubly 


wretched ?” 


They had reached the outer gate, where 
my brother on his knees, entreated his pre- 
ſerver to accompany him in his flight ;—al- 
ready might her mother be awake, and 
miſſing the keys, wreak her fury on the de- 
licate frame of her daughter, 


« Ah! no, ſhe cried, my Lord, fly whilſt 
yet in your power, leave me to my fate ;— 
adieu! but oh! ſometimes think of her who 
will chearfully endure all, if you are ſafe.” 


« Ah! 
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« Ah! why, faid Lord Henry, my charm- 
ing Agnes refuſe, it ſhall be the buſineſs of 
my life to evince my love, to ſhew my gra- 
titude : I will take you to Raby, there pre- 
ſides my ſiſter Cicely, whoſe gentle ſoul will 
welcome thee, there ſhall my lovely maid, 
find a friend worthy of her.” 


« No, Lord Henry, no, ſhe cried, how 
can ſhe but hate the child of Lady Douglas ? 
no truſt me, no perſuaſions ſhall make me 
yield, I will patiently bear her reproaches, 
but I will not forſake what I deem my 
duty.” 


This was ſaid with a firmneſs, which 
aſſured my brother, it was needleſs to per- 
ſuade her: ſtill kneeling he imprinted a kiſs 
on the hand, which gave him life and liber- 
ty, and haſtily took the road which led to 
Wark, where he arrived to the great joy 
of its inhabitants. 


Anxious for the ſafety of his fair preſerver, 
"=. 
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he remained at Wark to hear her fate, and 
found the delicate frame of the lovely Agnes, 
was expoſed to the damp of the ſame dun- 
geon, ſhe had reſcued him from,—for the 


ſoul of Lady Douglas knew no paſſion but 
revenge. 


Rouſed to a pitch of almoſt madneſs, he 
left Wark, and begirt the ſtrong hold of 
Lady Douglas, exaſperated by whoſe inſults 
ſcarce could the troops of Lord Henry be 
reſtrained from fireing the building. At night 
my brother left the caſtle, to conſult his 
brother and Sir Robert Ogle, on the ſteps 
he had taken, but had not rode far, when 
a bright blaze of light illumed the ſky : 
fearful what had happened, he returned to 
view the fortreſs of Lady Douglas in flames ; 
no ſooner was it left, than the vaſſals of 
the Earl of Weſtmorland, eager for venge- 


ance, had thrown firebrands in at the win- 
dows and loop holes. 


« Oh! ſave her =O ! ſave the fair 
Agnes, 
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Agnes, cried Lord Henry in an agony of 
deſpair, Villains, dearly, dearly ſhall ye 
rue the day ye did this deed.” 


Attempting to enter he was driven back 
by the clouds of ſmoke ;—ſcreaming with 
terror he beheld the gentle Agnes, —he felt a 
power more than human, almoſt ſingly he 
forced the poitern gate, flew up the ſtair 
| caſe, and taking Agnes in his arms, bore 
her off in ſafety: Lady Douglas was not to 
be met with, having found means to eſcape. 


It was the advice of Sir J. Neville, as alſo 
Sir Robert Ogle, that Lord Henry and his 
lovely prize, ſhould return immediately to 
Raby, as ſhe readily agreed now to do ;— 
whilſt the Earl of Northumberland and Sir 
J. Neville the two wardens, endeavoured to 
quiet the diſturbance this affair might cauſe 
on the borders. 


« Where 1s the fair Agnes ?—yes my 
brother, I will take her to my boſom,—1 
will 


will 
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will call her ſiſter, ſhe ſhall be my friend, I 
exclaimed, for aſtoniſhed at his recital, I 
had not till then interrupted him.“ 


e left her, replied my brother, at the 
north ſide of the park, till I had prepared 
you for receiving her.” 


« Lead me then, I cried, to the fair ſcot, 
let me forget ſhe is the daughter of Lady 
Douglas,—let me but remember ſhe is the 
niece of the gallant -Home, —let me embrace 
her as the choſen of your heart ;—yet alas! 
Henry, will Lady Douglas ever give her 
only child to Neville? will the Earl of Weſt- 
morland ever agree, to defend your choice 
with his ſword? will our brothers lead to the 
ſcottiſh borders, thoſe troops which are de- 
ſtined to feat our couſin Henry on the throne 
of the haughty Valois.— Ah! my brother 
what miſchief. may this cauſe? the temper of 
Lady Douglas alas is irrecoverable ;—well do 
you know the king cannot, will not interfere.” 
My tears fell faſt on his hand, which was 

locked 
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locked in mine ;—I was overpowered by 
contrary emotions. 


Ah! Matilda, too ſeverely, I felt it was 
the wilh, of the houſe. of Lancaſter to avoid 
internal commotion ; to this wiſh did I feel 
I had ſacrificed much. Rouſing myſelf, 
« come, I cried, why ſhould we delay?“ 


I mounted a palfrey which ſtood at the 
gate, and ſoon we were with the lovely 
Agnes: I raiſed her and claſped her to a 
heart, that felt proud to own her as a ſiſter, 


The roſe had left her cheeks, which wore 
the pale hue of the lily, from grief and fati- 
gue; her form was light and graceful, and an 
air of dignity in her mien, proclaimed ſhe 
was noble. 


She accompanied us to Raby,—the picture 
of Jane met my ſight, ſhe ſeemed as if ſmil- 
ing on the fair Agnes: —“ Hear me, I cried, 
thou ſemblance of her, whom Home died to 

ſave; 
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ſave ;—hear me ſolemnly ſwear, to protect 


his niece,—at leaſt endeavour to ſoften the 
rigor of her fate,” 


Throwing her arms round me, the gentle 
maid wept on my boſom ;—raiſing her head 
and looking wiſtfully at the picture; © this 
then, ſaid ſhe, is Lady Jane Neville, what 
animation, - what ſenſibility beams over her 
countenance ;—oh! why was I bid to hate; 
—why was I not permitted to join her 
name, with that of Home ?—ah who could 
behold her, and not have loved as did my 
gallant uncle ?—ſay Lady Cicely, ſhall I ever 
ſee this charming woman,—whoſe beauty, — 


whoſe virtues have cauſed ſuch contrary 
effects?” 


I informed the fair Agnes, of my ſiſter's 
fate in few words; when after partak- 
ing of ſome refreſhment, ſhe retired for the 


night. 


I returned to my brother in the hall, where 
Vox. 11, "os I had 
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I had left him, intending to explain to him, 
what I thought neceſſary regarding the Duke, 
but I found his ſpirits and fortitude had fled 
with Agnes Douglas :—and the troubles 


which apparently ſeemed to ſurround him, 


prevented his perceiving the embarraſſment I 
was under,—I marked the dejection of his 
air, his wan and pallid looks, and reſolved 1 
would not diſcloſe to him to-night, aught 
that could further diſtreſs him. 


When I parted from Lord Henry, Jaques 
attended with an account of the prince ; his 
wound was inflamed to a violent degree, he 
was now in a high fever, and raved for ever 
of me, in the moſt incoherent ſtyle ; which, 
« though his ravings are, continued Jaques, 
in a language which his other attendant un- 
derſtood not, yet the frequent mention of 
your name may awaken ſuſpicion. 


« Return, ſaid I, Jaques, then inſtantly 
to your charge, my brother muſt not ſee 
him,—nay he muſt not know he is here, even 

| as 


CICELY OF RAB. 219 


as Monſieur Bidet, yet how ſhall I prevent 
him?“ | 


I retired to my chamber, and diſmiſſing my 
damſels, without taking off my cloaths, threw 
myſelf acroſs my bed, a variety of different 
reflections conſpired to diſtreſs me. 


Riſing 1 walked acroſs the room, all was 
lent ;—the inhabitants of the Caſtle, ſeem- 
ed to have forgotten their woes. 


Why Cicely, ſhouldſt thou anticipate too 
to0n,—imorning will come, and perhaps with 
it new evils. - Again my couch received mme; 
I had juft fallen aſlecp, when a loud blaſt 
from an horn, made every turret of Raby, 
echo to the ſhrill ſound :—]I roſe,—a knock- 
ing at the outer gate bid me prepare for 
ſome freſh miſchief ;—and as I opened my 
caſement, - now Cicely thought J], ſteel thy- 
ſelf for this laſt, fatal ſtroke of fortune, 
too ſure the Duke of Orleans is ſought. 


| 


I ſhall 
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I ſhall be, good heavens ! at once accuſed 
of a ſad complication of crimes, each one 
too horrid to meation.—Oh ! that I might 
have been ſpared this ;—yes, wretch that I 
am, I ſhall cover with ſhame, the grey hairs 
of my noble parents. 


« Who ſtands there, and breaks with hor- 
rid noiſe, the quiet of night, cried the cen- 
tinel.“ 


« ] bring, ſaid the ſtranger in a ſcottiſh 
accent, diſpatches of importance to Lord 
Henry Neville ;—open then to me quick, as 
you value his favour.” —1 felt reheved, 


The draw-bridge was let down, and the 
courier received into the Caſtle, juſt as the 
waving creſcent, was preparing to lend her 
faint empire to Aurora. = 


The diſpatches required my brother's im- 
mediate return to the borders, Lady Doug- 
las ſtruck with remorſe, was laying at the 
| point 
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point of death ;—and wiſhed to aſſure Lord 
Henry and her daughter, of her pardon ; 
and to beg, through him, forgiveneſs of the 
Nevilles, for all the wrongs ſhe had cauſed, 


I ſuggeſted to my brother, this might be 
ſome artifice of Lady Douglas to entrap ; but 
he ſhewed me a letter from Sir Robert Ogle, 
which confirmed the account of Lady Doug- 
las's illneſs. 


It was impoſſible Agnes could bear the 
fatigue of ſo haſty a journey; it was there- 
fore agreed ſhe ſhould ſtay at Raby, and he 
| hoped on his return to eſpouſe her; with the 
mutual conſent of Lady Douglas, and the 
Nevilles; with whom the vaſt poſſeſſions ſhe 
was, of right, heireſs too, would plead ſtrong- 


ly. 


Attended by a ſingle page Lord Henry 
ſet out, nor meant to ſleep, till he reached 
the Caſtle of Wark, which was inhabited by 
Sir Robert Ogle. 


L 3 The 
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- The Duke, Jaques informed me, appear- 
ed ſomewhat more compoſed, and I ſpent 
the day in a vain endeavour of comforting 
the weeping Agnes ;—alas! I knew not 
the comfort, which I wiſhed to inſpire, 


Worn out by watching, I begged as the 


prince was better, Jaques would that night 
try to take ſome reſt. - 


Retiring to my apartment, I began to re- 
call the events of the few preceding days, the 
remembrance of the blood ſtained packet, 
preſſed ſtrongly on my mind; I went to my 
cabinet, but found I had not the key, which 
had been locked up in an apartment, at a 
very different part of the caſtle; my women 
were gone to ſleep and I would not awake 
them ;—yet, if I went for the key unleſs I 
went through the room where Agnes was in 
bed, I muſt paſs cloſe by the door of the 
' Duke's apartment, or aviod it, by going 
down the grand ftaircaſe, and along 


ſeveral 
3 
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leveral paſſages, —aſcend another flight, 
which led to the ſuite of rooms, where we 
had ſpent the day ;—the time of night was 
late, I liked not the lofty ſtaircaſe and dark 
paſſages, reſolving to paſs the chamber 
of the prince, though I felt a ſtrange kind 


of repugnance at ſo doing ;—lI went to my 


cloſet window,—all ſeemed till in his apart- 


ment, —a taper darkly ſhewed which was the 
window, 


Softly then opening my door with a pal- 
pitating heart, I crept cautiouſly along the 
gallery I fancied I heard ſome ſound be- 
ſides the echo of my own ſteps, I ſtopped, — 
I turned to go back,—then aſhamed of my 
folly, again I proceeded with a quicker pace; 
—the bell announced it was midnight, — I was 


half way to the apartment where I was go- 
ing ;—ſtarting at the ſound, an additional 


dread leized me,—yet I proceeded ;—again I 
imagined I heard ſome ſound,—1 ſaw it was 
not ideal; — a caſement was open, which 
flapped to and fro with the wind: — I will 

3 


W- 
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ſhut it, ſaid 1, drawing it to me; my taper 
was extinguiſhed, my courage perfectly ex- 
hauſted, —I was in a part of the caſtle I 
ſeldom viſited, and knew not which way to 
turn, I could not be far from the chamber 
of the prince, who might perhaps at that 
hour breathe his laſt, it was midnight too. 


Bewildered by my fear, imagining I had 
turned back, I found I was in a large and 
ſolitary apartment, nor could I, with all my 
endeavours find the door, by which I muſt 
haveentered, and which then undoubtedly was 
open.—Overcome by my fears, I reſolved 
to ſit down, and wait the return of morning. 


J had not been here long, till a ſoft and 
dying ſtrain of muſic caught my ear ;—the 
notes were wild and melancholy, now they 
ſeemed to fall away in melting cadences, then 
again reviving as if near at hand. 


« Ah! this is, ſaid I, the laſt hour of the 
raſh Orleans, and this ſure the ſignal of his 
x death,” 
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death.“ —] fell on my knees, and implored 
the divine mercy for his ſoul, in the time of 
its departure. 


A ſudden light gleamed around, lifting my 
eyes I ſaw, Matilda, entering by the door 
I had ſo long ſought in vain, the once gay, 
—the once ſplendid, - and powerful Duke 
of Orleans; pale and emaciated, —his eyes 
fixed on no object, rolling round the room ; 
in one hand he bore a light, in the other 
a ſmall harp, throwing himſelf on the ground, 
without appearing to be conſcious any one 
was by, he began with a frantic hand, to 
play that tune, with which I oft in the Caſtle 
of Bidet, had beguiled my ſorrows. 


I was transfixed with horror at a ſight, for 
which I was ſo ill prepared ;—and ſtood 
with my hands extended, and half bending 
over the miſerable Orleans ; who toſling as if 
in a rage, the harp from him ;—drew from 
his boſom, the fatal ſcarf of Bidet. 


I gave 


1 — 
— 
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I gave an involuntary ſhriek,—turnipg his 
eyes upon me:“ who art thou, he cried, 
who thus invade,—who ſteal on my retire- 
ment? - What art thou, he exclaimed after 
ſome pauſe, —the Dutcheſs Valentina! What 
didſt thou ſay, my father ſent thee ; to bid 
me deſiſt from perſecuting the Lady 
Cicely ?” 


« Know you, they told me your huſband, 
long outlived his aſſaſſination by the accurſed 
Burgundy ;—but raiſing his voice, I tell you 
it is falſe :—huſh,—huſh,—then burſting into 
a loud laugh, nay tell it not again, he con- 
tinued in a whiſper, —they ſay he was buried 
near the mouth of ſome Engliſh river; have 
I not, Valentina, wept with you his loſs? did 
I not witneſs his interment in Paris ?—no, 
no, Engliſh ground lays not on my father.“ 
he ſtopped, — he ſighed, —— 


Il was endeavouring to quit the room, but 
kneeling he held my garments,—< nay, par- 
don me, gentle ſpirit, for ſuch I know thou 
| art, 
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art, —true, I loved to madneſs ;-—look on 
this, holding up the ſcarf, it was wrought at 
Bidet,—it was given as a pledge of love,— 
mark that flower,—I remember it well, ſaid 
he pointing to one which I alſo remembered 
well, -I plucked that roſe, —I gave it Cicely, 
kiſſing it, I gave it her, this ſhe ſaid my Lord, 
_ ſhall outlive the wintry days, —it ſhall bloom 
when all its race is gone ;—draw it my 
Lord there,—yes look, juſt there, — he kiſſed 
it with an air of frantic agony, ah !—how oft 
has the fair finger of my love, paſſed over 
this poor inanimate token? — 


He roſe, but apparently with pain ;—yet 
{till he held me: “ what did you ſay, ſhe 
hates me, again he laughed,—no, I ſay ſhe 
does not hate me. I ſighed. Do you. pity 
Orleans then, that you ſigh for his woes?“ 


No, do not ſigh, I have told her all.— 


every thing. Oh that accurſed woman, who 
led me to deſtruction!ꝰ 


« Dare 


— 
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« Dare you diſpute her with me, he ex- 
claimed, after a filence of ſome length, 
Cicely ſhall, —ſhe muſt be mine, - what have 
I not dared to obtain her. Aare you as much? 
then we are on equal terms.“ 


He let me go, and turn'd ſeveral times 
round, again broke forth: — Oh! ſave me, 
ſave, - why doſt thou glare thus dreadfully 
on me. — Oh! yes, I remember it well, it 
was but yeſterday, I heard—.” 


« Ifthe ſtrange tale was true, — yet I ſay 
it was not,—no, thou wert never the huſband 
of Weſtmorland's daughter, thou wert but 
her page.” — 


« What, did not Lady Warwick fwear 
thou wert an impoſtor, that you deluded the 
ſoften'd Cicely, with your artful tales?“ 
Again he ſtopped, —and trembled in every 
joint. f 


Nay look not thus fiercely on me, — yes, 
5 wert 


F) 
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wert thou indeed Lord Beauchamp, — vert 
thou, as I am told, the huſband of the love- 
ly Neville, —her free and unbiaſſed choice; 
—had I worlds to beſtow,—could they re- 
ſtore thy life, freely would the miſerable 
Orleans give them.” 


ee Reſt then in peace bloody ſpectre, nor 
thus range through the Caſtles of Valois, 
making my heart once ſo firm, melt like 
wax at thy preſence: thou at Barcellona 
wert like me, inflamed with rage, with 
jealouſy.“ | 


« Oh! go,—go,—drive me not mad, 
ſhield me,—O ! ſhield me, ſee how the 
ſilver armour is red with blood.” He ſtopt 
and wrapped his face in my garments, 


Petrified with horror, I had ſunk on the 
floor. Nay reproach me not,—ſhe is not 
here,—ſhe is not at Bidet.—Am I, whom 
ſhe hates, to be envied,-you died in her 

VOL, 11. M arms; 
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arms ;—ah ! would my cruel deſtiny grant 
that ;—but far from me is her I love.” 


The moment was arrived, Matilda, when 
I thought the wiſh his frantic brain had given 
birth too, would ſpeedily be accompliſhed, 
for Orleans was ſunk,—exhauſted by the vio- 
lence of his ravings, dead, as I imagined, at 


my feet, whilſt I fate without the power of 
moving. 


The door opened, terrified I ſhrieked 
out.— Ah, ſaid Jaques, as he entered, 
why did I yield to fleep,—alas ! I heard not 
the prince ariſe ;—ſpeak Lady, —is he dead, 
—how came you here,—O ! this ſad, this 
fatal rencontre,—too ſure, he is dead ;—he 
breathes not.“ 


« Ah! I exclaimed, wretched Cicely, 
this noble hearted prince, yes Jaques, wiſh- 
ing when he knew me not, to dye in my 
arms fell down and expired ;—yes, frantic 
has he talked, —Oh ! Jaques, my foul is 
harrowed up at the recollection.” 
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ce Be comforted Lady, yet feel the beat- 
ing of life ;” the other attendants came in 
who aſſiſted, in conveying the Duke to his 


chamber. 


« Go, ſaid I, to one of the domeſtics to 
the good father Francis, tell him if ever he 
wiſhes to do good, ever to act charitably, to 
| haſte immediately to me.” 


Soon the venerable monk was with me, 
ce why ſent you my dear child, at this un- 
uſual hour, with an haſty footed meſſenger to 
rouſe the hallowed walls of the convent with 
alarms ?” 


« Oh aſk me not now, my dear father, 
but if you have from infancy loved, and 
called me daughter, if - pity inhabits that 
boſom — O! pity your Cicely, apply that 
{kill, in which you ſo much excell, to ſave 
the life of—.“ 


I. pauſed, — “ Of whom ? replied father 
M 2 PFrancis 


\ 
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Francis is it you talk, for whom is it you 
are thus deeply intereſted, - whoſe ſufferings 
thus violently agitate %y 


«© Oh haſte, aſk me no queſtions ;—Oh! 
fly my good father, to the chamber, where 
lays at the point of death, — the raſh,—-the 
gay Duke of Orleans.“ — 


« Oh ſave him! ſure it was I, that killed 
the generous prince,” 


Father Francis looked on me, with an 
aſtoniſhment which I then thought not of, 
but in ſilence he followed me, to that cham- 


ber, whoſe very door a few hours ago, I 
had ſhuddered at the idea of paſſing. 


The Duke was recovered from his fainting, 
and the good father adminiſtered to him a 
medicine powerful in its effects; then ex- 
amining his wound, laid a freſh application 
to it; which evidently ſeemed to eaſe the 


pain ;—yet he remained though free from 
| thoſe 
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thoſe wild ravings, inſenſible to every thing 
around him, not even knowing Jaques. 


I bitterly reproached myſelf, for not hav- 
ing ſooner ſent for the worthy monk, on 
whoſe ſecrecy I could ſo well depend ;—be- 
ſides already as my confeſſor, had I con- 
ſulted him: I doubt not your recollecting my 
oft ſpeaking of this learned and pious man, 
who had been with the Earl my father, early 
trained to arms ;—you will alſo recolle& the 
fad tale of his love,—of his wiſhing then for 
a conventual life, but that yielding to his 
friend's perſuaſions, a remote apartment was 
prepared for him at Brancepeth; where he 
ſpent his time in deep ſtudy, and devotional 
exerciſes, 


I was the favourite of this good man, 
amongſt all the children of the Earl, and by 
him was inſtructed in various branches of 
learning, which are rarely if ever taught to 
girls: my attachment to him was almoſt equal, 
to what I felt for my father; nor would he 

83 quit 
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quit Raby and Brancepeth, to which places 
he regularly attended me, till after I had 
been taught all he could impart : when at 
length the Earl conſented to his taking (in 
the convent, which he had endowed,) die 
habit of the religious. 


Urged by pity, by emotions of which I 
aſked not my heart the cauſe, I was ſeated 
in the chamber of the prince of Orleans ;— 
behold me Matilda his nurſe, ' behold me 
anxtoufly ſitting by his couch. 


Here then let me pauſe,—let me collect 
again my fcatter'd ſenſes, let me reflect on 
this period, tis as I look back fo ſtrange, I 
ſcarce believe it real ;—reading it, Ma- 
tilda, Oh! will not oft thy tears fall on the 
page, which records the woes of thy 
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